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HILE you * Fierce divided Britons 3 = 5 5 Rl 7 
And Cato, with an equal Virous, n. ©, +5 
pile Envy is it ſelf in Wonder loſt, 05 1 
nd Factions ſtrive who ſhall applaud you moſt ; ET 
mgive the fond Ambition of a Friend, 2 


4 


20 hopes himſelf. not you, o recommend; . i LY | 
Joins th! Applauſe which all the ure bow * at Fo 
Dn one to whom a perfect Work they owe. p r 
lo my * light Scenes I once inſcrib'd Your Ne, N ? OS 
ud impotently firove to Borrow Fame: © „„ 
doon will that die, which adds thy Name to mine, EIS ll 
me, then, live, jon d oa Wark of Think, I 


e 0 Rien RD SrauLs 


> kJ 


| 1 Cato ſhines in Virgil's Epick Song, 
| Preſcribing Laws among th Elyſian Throng ; 
| Thy Lucan's Verſe, exalted by his Name, 
Oe Gods themſelves has rais'd the Heroe's Fame; 
| The Roman Stage did ne er his Image ſee, 
| Drawn at full Length ; 4 Tak reſeru/d for Thee. | 
| By thee we view the fintſh'd Figure piſe, ＋ 7 | | 
And avful march before our raviſi d Eyes; 
Ui hear his Voice, aſſerting Virtue's Cauſe; 
Mis Fate renew'd our deep Attention draws, 
| | Excites by Turns aur various Hopes and Fears, 
Pp Aud all the Patriot in thy Scene appears. 

On Tyber's Banks thy Thought was firſt inſpir dʒ 
was there, to ſome indulgent Grove retir'd, b 
bi. * Rome's ancient Fortunes rolling in thy Mind. 
* Thy happy Muſe this manly Work deſign : 
® Or in a Dream thou ſaw'ſt Rome's Genius ſand, EV 
And, leading Cato in bis ſacred Hand, 
". » Point ont th immortal Subject of thy Lays, "er da one 
Aud ask this Labour, to record his Praiſe. 5 ET 
| Tig done the Heroe lives, and tharms our Age! N 
While nobler Morals grace the Briciſh Stage. . | 
Great Shakeſpear's Ghoſt, the fol un Strain to hear, 
| 4 (Methinks I ſee the laurelld Shade appear MS Oo e 
* Mill hover ver the Scene, and 'wondring view a of 3:6 All 
| His Fav'rite Brutus rivall'd. os 8.1 9A 
Such Roman Greatneſs in each Action ſhines, . Ba 
5 suth Roman Eloqueice adlorns our Line... 
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That ſurs the Sybills Books this Year foretold; 

And in ſome myſtick Leaf was ſeen inroll l. 
Rome, turn thy mournful Eyes from Africk's Shores, * 
© Nor in her Sands thy Cato's Tomb explore! 

« [When thrice Six hundred times the circling Sun 
© His annual Race ſhall thro the Zodiack run, 

An Iſle remote his Monument ſhall rear, 

, eee Briton * 


— 
| ; 4 2 
„ | 
| F — * N 4 


J. Hucnzs. 


KAR aA 


> kala we ſee! is Cato then become 7 - 
A greater Name in Britain than in Rome? 
Does Mankind Now admire his Virtues more, 

' Tho" Lucan, Horace, Virgil wrote before? 

How will Poſterity this Truth explain? 

« Cato begins to live in Anna's Reign; _ 

The World's great Chiefs in Council on in Arms, 4 xl 
* Riſe in your Lines with more exalted Charms; ® 
Wlluſtrious Deeds in diſtant Nations wrought, 
And Virtues by departed Heroes taught; 24> "4:75, 1 
Raiſe in your Soul & pure immortal Fame. 
Adorn your Life, and conſecrate your Fame; ..+ 
To your Renown all Ages you ſubdue, 
And Czar fought, and Cato bled for you, 


1 All Souls Coll | 5 8 WELLES Wy UT . 
4 434.5 855 Oxon, * WETE. ED WARD Yo Ans, ; 


d 


r . *TI8 
F : 4 


4 „ T* nobly done thus to enrich the Stage, © 
| * And raiſe the Thoughts of a degen rate Age, 
F ſhow, how endleſs Foys from Freedom ſpring: | 
Hi Life in Bondage is a worthleſs thing. 

| | The mborn Greatneſs of your Soul we view, 
You tread the Paths frequented by the Few. 


— — 
N. 


Niue, and Senſe! how durſt you hope to pleaſe ? 
* Tet Crowds the Sentiment of ev'ry Line 
= Inpartial clay'd, and own'd the Work divine. 
. * r the four Criticks, who malicious came, 
28 © Eager to cenſure, and reſolv d to Mano, — 
1 


— 


Findling the Heroe regularly rife, 


. -Sullen approv'd too obſtinate to melt, 

And ſicken'd with the Pleaſures, which 35 felt. 
Not fo the Fair: their Paſſions ſecret kept, | | 
Silent they heard, but' as they heard, they wept, 


ben gloriouſly the blooming M ARC 6,8 
= Caro told the Gods, I'm 1 atisfy'd. 


7 to ſhoot, and ripen into Fame. 
BK Applauding Theatres diſturb their Reſt, 
A Aud unborn CaTto's beave in ev ry Breaſt. 


113 85 | 4 Pulſes high with fancy d Glories beat. 
s, griev'd to view the Marathonian Spoils, 


With ſo much Strength you write, and ſo much Eaſe, 


2 8 vom d _— Tals; 


c eee 


WS. 4 


A y | "Great, while he lives, but greater, when be big Ine 


See! how your Lays the Britiſh Youth inflame! 5 . 


2 Their nightly Dreams, their daily Thoughts ink > dnt i 


4 Pg 


Dia 


Did then his Schemes of future 'Honours draw 

From the long Triumphs, which with Tears he . 
How ſhall I your unrival d Worth proclaim, 0 

Loft in the ſpreading Circle of your Fame? 


Me ſaw you the great W1LLL1AM's Praiſe rebuarſe,. 


And paint Britannia's Foys in Roman Verſe, 

We heard at diſtance ſoft, enchanting Strains, 
From blooming, Mountains, and Italian Plains. 
VIRGIL began in Engliſh Dreſs to ſhine, _. 

His Voice, his Looks, bis Grandeur fill Divine: 
From him too ſoon unfriendly you. withdrew, © 

But brought the tuneful O vip to our View. 

Then, the delightful Theme of ev'ry Tongue, 


Th'immortal MARLB' ROUGH was your daring Sk. TN 


From Clime to Clime the mighty yiclor flew, _ *. 


From Clime to Clime as ſwiftly you prerſue.. | = 15 5 | n | 


Still with the Heroe's glow'd the Poet's Flame, 
Still with his Conqueſts you enlarg d your Fame. 


With boundleſs Raptures here the Muſe could 9 PIE 2 


Ad on your Ros a Mo p for. ever dwell: 


There op ning Sweets, and ev'ry fragrant. Tr 5 x 
Luxuriant ſmile, a wever- fading . 5 rg | TY 
Near, human Follies kind!y to. expoſe, | 57 
You change from Numbers. but wh in e . es 
Whether in viſionary Scenes you Play, ; Fs 


Refine our Taſtes, of laugh our Crimes away... e 
Now, by the buskin'd Muſe you. ſhing on. 4 9 8 1 1 750 5 
The Patriot kindles in the Poet's Breaſt. wir bt wn 

Such Energy of Senſe might Pleaſure 6” Bi n mY 8 5 


eee with the Charms f 2 


Such Charms of Phraſe would with Succeſ be crown'd, 
J Nonſenſe flow'd in the melodious Sond. 
The chaſteſt Virgin needs no Bluſhes fear, 
The Learn'd themſelves, not uninſtructed, hear. 
The Libertine, in Pleaſures us d to roul © 
And idly ſport with an immortal Soul, 
Here comes, and by the virtuous Heathen taught, 
Turns pale, and trembles at the dreadful Thought. 
When e er you traverſe vaſt Numidia's Plains, 
What ſluggiſh Briton in his Iſle remain: 
When Juba ſeeks the Tyger with Delight, 
Us beat the Thicket, and provoke the Fight. 
By the Deſcription warm d, we fondly ſweat, 
n ihe chilling Eaft-Wind pant with Heat. 
WE... - Whey Eyes behold not, how the Stream refines, 
— Mer net 
F' | X While Hurricanes in circling Eddies play, 
LE Tear up the Sands, and ſweep whole Plains away, 


BY Ye ſorink-with Horror, and confeſs our Fear, 
ud all the ſudden ſounding Ruin hear. a 
mus purple Robes, diftain'd with Blood, deceive, 


And nale poor Manci a beautifully Grieve, 

Ihen ſhe her ſecret Thoughts no more conceals, 

| Forgets the Woman, and her Flame reveals, 

Mill may the Prince exult with noble Pride, 
Not for his Libyan Crown, but Roman Bride. 

Bu Tin vain on ſingle Features dwell, 

' While all tbe Parts of the fair Piece excell. 

So rich the Store, ſo dubious is the Feaſt, Tha 

ey know net, which to paſs, or which to PTY ns 


e ſhining Incidents ſo juſtly fall, C 

We may the whole, new Scenes of Tranſport a LW 

Thus Fewellers confound our wand ring Eyes, 

And with variety of Gemms ſurpriſ mem. 
ere Sapphires, here the Sardian Stone is ſeen, _ _ 

The Topaz. yellow, and the Jaſper green. 

The coſtly Brilliant there, confus dly bright, 1 

From num rous Surfaces darts trembling Light. 

The diff rent Colours mingling in à blaze, 

Silent we ſtand, unable where to praiſe, 

n 1 8 ſweetly loſt ten W * 


Trinity Gere I. Euspu. 
Cambridge. L. Kuss am 


Ly ny 


1 00 long hath Love engroſed Britannia's Stage, 
And ſunk to Softneſs all our Tragic Rage; 
By that alone did Empires Ok 
And Fate depended on a Fair One's Eyes: 
The ſweet Infection, mixt with dung rous Art, | 
Debasd our Manhood, while it ſooth the Heart. 
Thou ſc orn ſt to raiſe a Grief thy ſelf muſt blame, 
Nor from our Weakneſs fleal'f a vulgar Fame: 
Patriots Fall may juſtly melt the Mind, 


And Tears flow Nobly, ſhed for all Mankind. og 
How do our Souls with gen rous Pleaſure How © nd 
Tr Hearts exulting; while our Eyes o er on. 


ben thy firm Hero land beneath the Weight | 
Of all his SuF rings venerably Great; 
Rome's poor Remains ſtill ſhelt'ring by his Side, pred 
With conſcious Virtue, and becoming Pride. IS 
Ihe aged Oak thus rears his Head in Air, 
His Sap exhauſted and bis Branches bare; 
Midſt Storms and Earthquakes he maintains his State, 
Fixt deep in Earth, and faſten'd by his * 7 
His naked Boughs ſtill lend the Shepherds _ 
Ad his old Trunk projects an awful Shade. 
*— Amidſe the Foys triumphant Peace betows, 
| Our Patriots ſudden at His glorious Woes, TH 
- fwhile they let the World's great Bus neſs wait, 
Anxious for Rome, and Sigh for C AT O's Fate. 
Here tau ht how ancient Heroes roſe to Fame, 
Our Britons crowd, and catch the Roman Flame, 
Where States and Senates well might lend an Ear, 
And Kings and Priefis without a Bluſh appear. 
France boaſts no more, but, fearful to engage, 
Now firſt pays Homage to her Rival's N 
1% Halles to learn thee, and learning ſhall ſubmit © 
de to Britiſh Ams, and Britiſh Wits 
No more ſhe'll wonder, (forc'd to do us Right) 
. Who Thmk like Romans could like Romans Fight 
Thy Oxford ſmiles this glorious Work to ſee, 
Aud fondly triumphs in a Son like The. 
Senates, Conſuls, and the Gods of Rome, . N 
5 Like old Acquamtance at their native Home, 
In Thee we find: Each Deed, each Wind expre, . 
Aud ev'ry Thought that ſwell d a Roman Brea. 


he wide, th' unbowded Ocean lay before 


e trace each þ Hint that ould th Soul nie A 1 7 7 
ith Virgil's Judgment, and with Lucan's Fs; ö i 
: know thy Worth, ro, pm 
b sede Mee 
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31 | f 

HEN end . Wen 
And Cato's Hands in his own Blood imbrutd; 
That Scene of Death: ſo terrible appears, Pj 5 
My Soul could only thank you with her Tears. - 

Vet with ſuch wondrous Art your Skilful Hand 
Does all the Paſſions of the Soul command, 
That even my Grief to Praiſe and Wonder turd, 
lud envy d the great Death which firſt:I mourn d. 
What Pen but yours con d draw-the doubtful Swife, 
Df Honour ſtrugling with the Love of Lifer > 
Deſcribe the Patriot, obſtinately Good, 

4 hov'ring oer Eternity he ſtood: , 


is piercing Sight, and Heav'n, the diſtant Shore. 
Secure of endleſs Bliſs, with fearleſs Eyes, 

He graſps the Dagger, and its Point defies, 

| ruſhes out of Life, to ſnatch the glorious Prize, 
How would old Rome rejoice, to hear you tell 
How juſt her Patriot liv d, how great he fell! 


Drawn at full Length by your Immortal Lines, 


Recount his wondrous Probity and Truth, 
And form new Juba's in the Britiſh mb. an d 
Their gen rous Souls, when e | 


Are pleas d with Rain, and in Love with Death. mn 


And when her conqu ring Sword Britannia draws, 

Reſolve to Periſh, or defend her Cauſe. 993-100-219! 
Now fiſt on Albion's Theatre we ſee, N 

A perfe Image of what Man ſhould -M 

The glorious Character is now-expreſt, * * * 
Of Virtue dwelling in a human Breaſt. 


In Cato's Soul, as in ber IR ies, 
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Left with the Printer- by an ba- 
known Hand. Rs 


| OW we may ſpeak, fi ſince Cato — no more; 
'Tis Praiſe at length, twas Rapture all oma 

hen crouded Theatres with 16s ng 

dent to the Skies, from whence thy Genius ſtrung: 

EVn Civil Rage a while i in thine was loft; _ 

| Factions ſtrove but to applaud thee moſt 

Nor could Enjoyment pall our longing Taſte; 

But every Night was dearer than the laſt. 

As when old Rome, in a malignant Hour 

Depriv d ſame returning Conqueror, 

er Debt ef Triumph to the Dead diſcharg'd, 

[For Fame, for Treaſure, and her Bounds a 25 | 

had, while his Godlike Figure mov'd along, hh : 0 


lternate Paſſions fir d ih adoring Throng; 
Tears flow'd from every Eye, and Shouts from * They 
o in la pompous Lines has Cato far l, 
ac d with an ample, though a late Reward: 
og greater Victor we in Him revere; ,\.__ .. 
Pig fo | nobler Triumph crowns his Image lere. 
Left With Wonder, as with Pleaſure, we ſurveß 
8 4 Theme fo ſcanty wrought into a Play; ; 
Fo vaſt 4 Pile on ſuch Foundations plas d; cl 1a 
Like Ammon's Temple rear d on Libia's Waſte: 2 


Behold 


Behold its glowing Paint! its eaſie Weight! © 
It nice Proportions! and ſtupendous Height | 
- How chaſte the Conduit ! how divine the Rage! 
A Roman Worthy on a Grecian Stage! 
But where ſhall Cato's Praiſe begin or end; 
Indlin'd to melt, and yet untaught to bend, 
| The firmeſt Patriot, and the gentleft Friend? 
ii How great his Genius, when the Traytor Croud 
Rn. to ftrike the Blow their Fury vom d; NY 
Quell d by his Look, and liftning to his Lore, 
Learn, like his Paſſions, 10 rebel no more! 5 
When, laviſh of his boiling Blood, to prove 
The Cure of [laviſh Life, and ſighted Love,” 
Brave Marcus new in early Death appears, 
While Cato counts his Wounds, and not his Tears; | | > 
ms, checking private Grief, the Publick mourns, 

Us Commands the Pity. he fo greatly ſcorns. _ 

LE But when he ſtrikes (io crown his generous ran) 
Phat honeſt, ſtuunch, impradticable Heart; 75 

No Tears, no Sobs purſue his parting Breath; 
| The dying Roman ſhumes the Pomp of Death. 

D ſacred Freedom, which the Powers beſtow 1 
© Tv ſeaſon Bleſſings, and to ſoften Ho; © 
' Plant of our Growth, and Aim of all our care, LE 
BY The Til of Ages; and the Crown of Wars: | pg ee 
ali by thee, thy Poet's Wit has flow e 

WO T7n Strains as precious as his Heroe's Blood; 

eſerve thoſe Strains, an everlaſting Cham 
A -keep that Blood, and thy Remembrance, nm. 
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te this * Guardian PR fl ſecure; Cy 7-H 
vain ſhall Force invade, or Fraud allure; | 
Dur great Palladium ſpall perform its Part, 
ivd and enſhrin d in every Britiſh Heart. 


HE Mind to Virtue is by Verſe ſubdu d; 
And the True Port is a Publick Good, 

This Britain feels, while, by your Lines inſpir d, 

er Free- born Sons to glorious Thoughts are fir d. 

n Rome had you eſpous d the vanquiſh'd Cauſe, 


Enflam'd her Senate, and upheld her Laws; 


our manly Scenes had Liberty reſtor d, 

nd giv'n the juſt Succeſs to Cato's Sword: 

D'er Cæſar's Arms your Genius had prevail l; 
nd the Muſe n where the Patriot fail d. 
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D ROLOGURE. 
By Mr. P O P E. 
Spoken by Mr. N. I L KS. 


N 5 o wake the Soul by tender Strokes of Art, 
To raiſe the Genius, and to mend the Heart, 


"To make Mankind in conſcious Virtue bold, 
| Live oer each Scene, and Be what they behold: 


For this the Tragic-Muſe firſt trod the Stage, 
. «Commanding Tears to ſiream thro' every Age; 
Tyrants no more their Savage Nature kept, 
And Foes to Virtue wonder d how they wept. 


Our Author ſhuns by wulgar Springs to move 


"The Hero's Glory, or the Virgin's Love; 


In pitying Love we but our Weakneſs ſhow, 
And wild Ambition well deſerves its Woe. 
Ferse Tears ſhall flow from à more gen'rous Cauſe, 
Such Tears as Patriots ſhed for dying Laws: 
He bids your Breafts with Ancient Ardor riſe, 
Aud calls forih Roman Drops from Britiſh Eyes. 


Virtue confeſs'd in human Shape he draws, 
Fhat Plato Thought, and God-like Cato Vas: 


No common Ob jeci to your Sight diſplays, 
But what with Pleaſure Heavn it ſelf ſurveys; 
A brave Man ſtruggling in the Storms of Fate, 


Ad greatly fallmg with a falling State! 

While Cato gives his little Senate Laws, _ 
What Boſom beats not in his Country's Cauſe? | 
| unh, 


us 


Such Plays alone ſbonld pleaſe à Britiſh Ear, 


PROLOGUE. 


who ſees him act, but envies ev'ry' Deed? 

Who hears him groan, and does not wiſh to bleed! 

Ev'n when proud Cæſar 'midſt triumphal Cars, 

The Spoils of Nations, and the Pomp of Wars, 5 
Ignobly Vain, and impotently Great, 
Show'd Rome her Cato's Figure drawn in State, 
As her dead Father's rev rend Image paſt, | 
The Pomp mas darken'd, and the Day overcaſt, 


The World's great Vi Vietor paſt unheeded by; 
Her Laſt good Man dejected Rome ador d, 
And lam a pals leſs than Cato's Sword. 


Britains avend: Be Warth like this approv'd, 

And ſhow you have the Virtue to be mov d. 

With honefl Scorn the firſt fam d Cato vie ! | 
Rome learning Arts from Greece, whom that 2 1 
Our Scene precariouſly ſubſifts tos long 

On French Tranſlation, and Italian Song. 

Dare to have Senſe your ſelves; Aſſert the Stage, 

Be juſtly warm d with your own Native Rage. 


4s Cato's ſelf had not diſdain'd to hear. 


— 


The Triumph cea d Tears guſh'd from ery Bye; Say 
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Dramati 8 Perſonæ 


MEN. 


CATOm won tray : Mr. Bott. 
Lucius, a Senator. I Mr. Keen. 


Sempronius, a Senator. Mr. Mills, 
Juba, Prince of N umidia. | Mr. Wilke. | 


Syphax, General f the N 15 Mr. Cibber. 
midians. , Al 
Mr. Powell. 


Portius, 7 | 
| | 0 WW 
Marcus, 4 N Cato Mr. Rian. 


; * 
lun, Guards, Kee. . e 


0 Bp Decius, Ambaſſador 555 Mr. Bowman, | 


SS 


. eee 70 Datos: 78 mn 
Lucia, 9 10 Lucius. Mrs. Porter, 
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5 Portins, Marcus. | 8 | 
HE Dawn is over-calt, the oak. I 


low'rs, : e opt $ "1 
And heavily i in Clouds brings on "the 
Day, oy 


"The great, th' important mix by 


2 * 


nnn wu hene „ 6 

7. Of Cato and of Ame. —— Gur Father 8 Deich Eg -Z Suk | - | 
4-268 =. 2 75 „ 
Would fill up. all the Guilt of Civil War, „ 


And cloſe the Scene of Blood. Already Ceſar. _ : 5 1 
Has ravaged more than half the Globe, and ſees REY 
Mankind grown thin by his deſtructiye Sword: I 5 fu 5 SID 
Should he go further, Numbers would be wantir 2 25 95 


1 , = 3 * . 
7 0 To form new Battels, and Tupport his Crimes, | N . 


* Y * 


8 5 4 T 0. 
1 ve Gods, Set Havock does Ambition make "IF" 
kong your Berks! VE, A 
E Marr. Thy ſteddy Temper, n 2 9 3 
Cu look on Guilt, Rebellion, Fraud, and Ceſar, PZ o 
In the calm Lights of mild Philoſophy; = — 2 425 
I'm tortured, even to Madneſs, when I think © 
On the proud Victor: ev'ry time he's named 
_ Pharſalia riſes to my View l— ſee 
Th' ' Inſulting Tyrant, prancing o'er. the Field = 
3 Strow'e vrith Rome's Citizens,, and d drench'd i in Slaughter; 
His Horſe's Hoofs wet with Patrician Blood! 
| Oh Portias, is there not ſome choſen Curſe, © 
Some hidden Thunder in the Stores of Heav'n, 
Red with uncommon Wrath, to blaſt the Man, 
Who owes his Greatneſs to his Country's Ruin? 

For. Believe me, Marcus, tis an impious Greatneſs, 
And mixt with too much Horrour to ee +2 "0 
I How does the Luſtre of our Father's Actions, 

WI Through the dark Cloud of Ills that cover him, 
= Break out, and burn with more triumphant ee 
BE His Suff rings ſhine, and fpread a Glory round him; 
| | 8 - - Greatly unfortunate, he fights the Conſe: | oY 
of Honour, Virtue, Liberty, and Rome. 8 
His Sword ne er fell but on the Guilty Heads 
LEE  Oppreſſion, Tyranny, and Pow'r uſurp'd, 
I Draw all the Vengeance of his Arm upon em. _. 
\ Who knows not this? But what can Cato do 
| Againſt 2 World, a baſe degen'rate World, 
T ͤbat court's the Yoke, and bows the Neck, k to Cert 
2 ber win Utica he raialy forms 
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\ poor e Roman 8 2H 9:91 200 5 * 
And, cover'd with Numidian Guards, diredts 18 
\ feeble Army, and an empty Senate, po SAT 
Remnants of mighty Battels fought in vain, ; |; 
By Heav'ns, ſuch Virtues, join'd with ſuch Succeſs, 
Diſtrat my very Soul: Our Father's Fortune . 
ou d almoſt tempt us to renounce his Precepfts. 
Por. Remember what our Father oft has told us: 
he Ways of Heay'n are dark and intricate ;._ , - 
Puzzled in Mazes, and perplext with Revors, l 
Dur Underſtanding traces em in N l c 1 
Loſt and bewilder'd in the fruitleſs Search; 
Nor ſees with how much Art the Windings,z run, 
Nor where the Regular Confuſion ends. 

Marc. Theſe are Suggeſtions of a Mind at Eaſe: 
Oh Portius, didſt thou taſte but half the Griefs - e 
hat wring my Soul, thou cou dſt not talk thus cal, | 


Plant Daggers in my Heart, and aggravate 

2 4 other Griefs. Were but my Lucia kind! 

or. Thou ſee ſt⸗not that thy Brother is thy Rin: 

But 5 3 hide it, for I know thy Temper. 
Now, Marcus, now, thy Virtue's on the Reese 

at forth thy utmoſt Strength, work ey 7. Nene, 8 

\nd call up all thy Father in thy Soul: v7 55 . 

o quell the Tyrant Love, and guard Ge — 2 

On this weak Side, where moſt our Nature . 2 

ould be a Conqueſt werthy Cato s Son. N 7575 


Jan . A 


Marc. Portins, the Council which I cannot ae. 


ed of . but upbraids my Weapn 11 50 25 Il 
5 2 f Bd 


Paſſion unpity'd, and ſucceſleſs Lore. 
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Bid me for Honour plunge into a War 
Of thickeſt Foes, and ruſh on certain Death, 
Then ſhalt thou ſee that Marcus is not flow! 7 
To follow Glory, and confeſs his Father. 
Love is not to be Reaſon'd'down, or loſt 
In high Ambition, and a Thirſt ebe 
Tis ſecond Life, it grows into the Soul, 
Warms ey'ry Vein, and beats in ev'ry Pulls - 
I feel it here: My Reſolation melts —— + / : 
For. Behold young Fubu, the Numidian Prince? oe 
With how much Care he forms bimſelf to Glory, 
And breaks the Fierceneſs of his Native Temper 
To copy out'our Father's bright Example. 
He loves our Siſter Marcia, greatly-loyes her, 
His Eyes, his Looks, his Actions all betray it: | 
But ſtill the ſmother d Fondneſs burns within ook 
When moſt it ſwells, and labours for a Vent, | 'Þ 
. The Senſe of Honour and Deſire of Fame 45] 
Drive the big Paſſion back into his Heart. * 
What I wall an African, ſhall Fubas Heir 
e great Cato's Son, and cow the World 
| * Virtue wanting im a Roman Soul? (99 0 ig, 32 5 
. * © Mave. Portius, no more! 5 Words e ene 
5 „ 7 ; | 
| When-e're did Fubn, or did Nd who 
A Virtue that bas caſt me at a Diſtance, 
And thrown me out in the Purſuits of Honour? 
Por. Marcus, I'know thy gen ro ive e wel 5 
king but t Appeatance of Diſnonour on dt, 5 
3 ſtrait takes Fire; FOR Uwe! * Blyzes l 
"es: 8 | 55 Ar 
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Marc. A Brother's en OW A 8 s Pity. .. 

Por. Heav'n knows I pity thee: Behold my Eyes 5 
vo whilſt I ſpeak. Do they not ſwim in Tears? 
ere but my Heart as naked to thy View, IN > 
arcus would ſee it Bleed in his Behalf, 1 
Marc. Why then doſt treat me with Rebukes, ile 

df kind condoling Cares, and friendly Sorrow? 
Por. O Marcus, did I know the Way to eaſe 
Thy troubled Heart, and mitigate thy Pains, 
Marcus, believe me, I could die to do it. 
Marc. Thou beſt of Brothers, and thou beſt ef fes 
Pardon a weak diſtemper'd Soul, that ſwells V 
ith ſudden Guſts, and ſinks as ſoon in Calms, 
The Sport of Paſſions: But Sempronius comes 
muſt not find this Softneſs n a 0 


£ 
Nye dere N N 


SCENE Il. 


Buer Sempronius. 


Semp. Cee no. ſooner, od be bend 

han executed. What means Fort ius here? 

like not that cold Youth.. 1 muſt Sil... 8 
ae eee e to a H.“ . 


\Sempronivs, Portius. 
43-15 


| Goo Morrow Portis! let us once ente, of 5 | 
benen Hou'd we dr expreſs onr Friendſhip, 1 80 
5 3 Each 


Nach might receive a Slave into his Arms: 
. Sum perhaps, this Morning Sun's the latt, 

1 hat ere thall riſe on Roman Libere. 
Pe. My Father has this Morning call d together FS 
To this poor Hall his little Roman Senate, | 
e Leavings of Pharſalia) to conſult 
If yet he can oppoſe the mighty Torrent | 
That bears down Rome, and all her Gods, before it, 
Or muſt at length give up the World to CS. 
| |  Semp. Not all the Pomp and Majeſty of Rome 

Can raiſe her Senate more than Cato's Preſence. 
His Virtues render our Aſſembly awful, 5 
They ſtrike with ſomething like religious Fear, 
And make ey'n Ceſar tremble at the Head 
Of Armies fluſn d with Conqueſt: O my 'Portins, 
Could I but call that wondrous Man my Father, 
Would but thy Siſter Marcia be propitious 
To thy Friend's Vows: 1 might be bleſs'd indeed! 
Por. Alas! Sempronius, wou'dſt thou talk of Love 
A To Marcia, whilſt her Father's Life's.in Danger ? | 
Thou might'ſt as well court the pale trembling Vl, 
When ſhe beholds the Holy Flame expiring. '' 
Semp. The more I ſee the Wonders of thy Race, I clain 
The more] m charm'd: Thou muſt take heed, my Porting! But Sy; 
The World has all its Eyes on Cato's Son. 
Thy Father's Merit ſets thee up to View, 
And ſhows thee in the faireſt point of Light, 
To make thy Virtues; or thy Faults, Conſpicuous. OO 
| Tor. Well doſt thou ſeem to check my Lagen be here 
on this important Hour m ſtrait away, * 


KM 


An 


6 6. 
ad while the Fathers of the Senate meet 
In cloſe Debate, to weigh th Events of War, 
Ill animate the Soldier's drooping Courage, 
With Loye of Freedom, and Contempt of Life: 
I'll thunder in their Ears their Country's Cauſe, 
WAnd try to rouſe up all that's Reman in 'em. 
'Tis not in Mortals to Command Succeſs, 6 
WBut we'll do more, mee, well Deſerve it. Exit. 


| Seropronis fel. % 


Curſe: on the Stripling! how he Arve his Sire? ws bi 
Ambitiouſly ſententious! But I wonder 

Old Syphax comes not; his Numidian Genius 

s well diſpoſed to Miſchief, were he prompt 

nd eager on it; but he muſt be ſpurr d. 

\nd ey'ry Moment quickned to the Courſe. 

—— Cato has uſed me Ill: He has refuſed , 

is Daughter Marcia to my ardent Vows. 

Beſides, his baffled Arms, and ruined Cauſe - 1 
re Barrs to my Ambition. Caſar's Favour, N 


ſtal, hat ſhow'rs down Greatneſs on his Friends, will nim. | 
92s o Rome's firſt Honours. If1 give up Cato, 8 
e, claim in my Reward his Captive DENT 

Portins But Sythax come —.— 


* 
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SCENE mn: 


rbb weren. 


Spb. — Semprovins, all is read 1 
I've ſounded my Numidians, Man by Man, 

And find em ripe for a Revolt: They all 
Complain aloud of Cato's Diſcipline, 

And wait but the Command to change their Maſter. - 
Semp. Believe me, Syphax, there's no Time to waſte; 
Ry'n whilſt we ſpeak, our Conqueròr comes on, 
And gathers Ground upon us ev'ry Moment. | 
Alas! thou know'ſt not Cefar's active Soul,” 

With what a dreadful Courſe he ruſhes _— 
From War to War: In vain has Nature a 
Mountains and Oceans to oppoſe his Paſſage; ; 
He bound's o'r all, victorious in his Men? 
The Alps: and Pyreneans fink before WE 
185 Through Winds, and TOS, and Storms, he works hi 
2 e 
Impatient for the Battel: One Day more Tong 
Will ſet the Victor thundring at our Gates. 
But tell me, haſt thou yet drawn o'er young Fuba? 
That till wou'd recommend thee more to Cæſar, 
And challenge better Terms. | 
Is Alas! he's loſt, 4 
He's loft, en all his Thoughts ac are fall 


. 


Of 


bars 
5 
Ned 


Of 


of Faith, of Honour, and 1 know not what, s 


C 27 0 E 
Of Cats's Virtues ——But Tl! try once more” in a of 
(For ev'ry Inſtant 1 au r 
If yet I can ſubdue thoſe ftubborn Principles * rye 


That have corrupted his Numidian Tethper, 

Ard ruck th' Infection Inte all his Sulu. 
Semp. Be ſure to preſs upon him ev'ry Motive. 

Fuba's Surrender, ſince'his Father's Death, 

Would give up Africk into Ceſar's Hands 

And make him Lord of half the burning Zone. Aar 

Syph. But is it true, Sempronins, that your Senate 1 r 
Is call d together ? ? Gods! Thou mult be cautious! |. * 198 
Cato has piercing Eyes, and will diſcern 
Oar Frauds, unleſs they're cover d thick with Art. 

Semp. Let me alone, good Syphax, PII conceal 
My Thoughts in Paſſion (tis the ſureſt'way;) 

ll bellow out for Rome and for my Country, 
And mouth at-Ceſar till 1 ſhake the Senate. 
Your cold Hypocriſie's a ſtale Device, 

A worn-out Trick: Wouldſt thou be thought i in Earneſt? 
Cloath thy feign'd Zeal in Rage, in Fire, in Fury!!! 
- Syph. In troth, thou'rt able to inſtru WOOD 0 

And teach the wily African Deceit! _ + : 

Semp. Once more, be ſure to try thy Skill on 70. 
Mean while I'll haſten to my Roman «pena wt: 
Inflame the Mutiny, and underhand CERES 
Blow up their Diſcontents,” till they FFT 138 7 
Unlook'd for, and diſcharge themſelves 6 n A 
Remember, Syphax,'we muſt work in Haſte: 
Q boom What anxious Moments paſs n 
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The Birth of Plots, .and their laſt fatal Pcriods: EG 
Oh! tis a dreadful Interval of Time, N 
Fill d up with Horror all, and big with. Death ! (2 
Deſtruction hangs on ev'ry Word we ſpeak, 9 55 
On ev ry Thought, till the . Stroke . 
3 all, and cloſes our Deſign. , 


* 7 . 
N * — £ 8 
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PII try if yet I can reduce to Reaſon - 
This head-ftrong Youth, and make him FP at c 
The Time is ſhort, Ceſar comes ruſhing on us — 
But hold! young . ſees 1 and N 
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= Syphax, I joy to meet thee thus FIR 5 
1 have obſerved of late thy Looks are fall n, 
O ercaſt with gloomy: Cares, and. Diſcontent; 
e ws, Syphax, 1 canjure thee, tell me, 
What are the Thoughts that knit thy Brow in Frowns, 


E 3 And turn thine Eye thus coldly on thy Prince? 


'Syph. Tis not my Talent to conceal my 7 ng 
Or carry Smiles and Sun - ſnine in my Face; $7] 
When Diſcontent fits heavy at my Heart. 


b- 1 have not yet fo much the Roman in me. 


Tal. Why doit don end our ſuch ungen'rous Terms 


W 
Dal 


ri. 


R006 apron nee debe bas 2/7 


0 2 

And own the Force of their Superior virtue? 

Is there a Nation in ehe Wilds of pit, 

Amidft our barren Rocks; and burning Sands, 

That does not tremble at the Roman Name?? 

Syph. Gods! where's the Worth that ſets n up 
Above your own Numidia s tawny Sons?! 
Do they with Tougher Sine ws bend the r Qs 4 
Or flies the Javelin Swifter to its Mark, een 229097 
Launch d from the Vigour of a Roman Arm? e 
Who like our active African inſtrues 
The fiery Steed, and trains him to his Hand? 3 
Or guides in Troops th'embattled Elephant, 

Loaden with War? Theſe, theſe are Arts, my Prince | 
In which your Zama does not ſtoop to Rome. 
Fub, Theſe all are Virtues of a meaner Rank, 
Perfections that are placed in Bones and Nerves. 
A Roman Soul is bent on higher Views: 
To civilize the rude unpoliſh'd World, , 
And lay it under the Reſtraint of Laws; . 
To make Man mild, and ſociable to Man; | | | 
To cultivate the wild licentious Sayage 0 
With Wiſdom, Diſcipline, and lib ral Arts 
Tb Embelliſhments of Life: Virtues like theſc, 
Make Human Nature .ſhine, reform the Soul. 
And break our fierce Barbarians into Me. ain; if 
Syph. e N ee an old May 
warmth. B 4 
What are theſe opti” civilizing 2 017 wean 
ae Roman Poliſh, and this en Behaviour, - wi 
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That render Man thug tractable and tame? 
il Are they not only to diſguiſe our Paſſions, | 
1 To ſet our Looks at variance with our Thoughts, 
| To check the Starts and Sallies of the Soul, f 
Ws And break off all its Commerce with the rege, al” 
mn ſhort, to change us into other Creatures 


Than what our Nature and the Gods defign'd us? 
Fub. To ſtrike thee Dumb: Turn up thy doe Ca! 
There may ſt thou ſee to what a Godlike Height 
The Roman Virtues lift up mortal Man. 49 
+ While good, and juſt, and anxious for his F riends, 

He's till ſeverely bent againſt himſelf; 
Renouncing Sleep, and Reſt, and Food, and Eaſe, 
He ſtrives with Thirſt and Hunger, Toll and Heat; 
And when his Fortune ſets before him al. : vs 

The Pomps and Pleaſures that his Soul e 'can wiſh, 1 . 
| Nis rigid Virtue will-accept of none. | | 
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| i WW ph. Believe me, Prince, there's not vt an Ae OE. 
= That traverſes our vaſt Numidian Defarts | 
0 In queſt of Prey, and lives upon his Bow, i Lal be 
But better practiſes theſe boaſted Virtus. 
Coarſe are his Meals, the Fortune of the Chaſe," 
Amidſt the running Stream he flakes his Thirſt, - 
Toil's all the Day, and at th' approach of Night 
On the firſt friendly Bank he throws him down, 
Or reſts his Head upon a Rock till Morn: 8 958 © 
Ik̃ hen riſes freſh, purſues his wonted Game, = Wag 
And if the following Day he chance to _ 8 85 


A new Repaſt, or an Untaſted Spring, 
{  Blefles his Stars, and thinks it Luxury, 


* 
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What Vietes grow from Ignorance and Choice, 
Nor how the Hero differs from the Brute. 

But grant that others cou d with equal Glory 

Look down on Pleaſures, and the Baits of Senſe; 
Where ſhall we find the Man that bears Affliction, | 
Great and Majeftick in his Griefs, like Caro? 


Heav'ns, with what Strength, what Steadineſs of Mind, . 


He Triumphs in the midſt of all his Suff rings! 
How does he riſe againft a Load of Woes, 


And thank the Gods, that throw the Weight upon Bim! k 
Syph. Tis Pride, rank Pride, and FA of Soul: 55 


I think the Romans call it Stoiciſm. 
Had not your Royal Father thought ſo highly 


Of Roman Virtue, and of Cato's Cauſe, : 12 


He had not fall n by a Slave's Hand, inglorious: 

Nor would his ſlaughter d Army now have lain 

On Africk's Sands, disfigur d with their Wounds, 

To gorge the Wolves and Vultures of Numidia. 5 
Fub. Why do'ft thou call my Sorrows ap afreſh? * 

My Father's Name brings Tears into my Eyes. z 


| $ypb. Oh, that you'd profit by your Father's 1 67 


FZub. What wou'dſt thou have me do? 
 Syph. Abandon Cato. 1 
Fub. Syphax, 1 ſhou d be ee wee o 
By ſuch a Loſs. 
Spb. Ay, there's the Tie that binds you! 
You long to call him Father. Martia's Chis" 
Work in your Heart unſeen, and plead for Caro. | 
No wonder you are deaf to all 167. e en 
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, Sypbar, Wontt dſcern . * a 
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And talk at large; . odd a0) 
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| Leaſt it ſhould take more Freedom than Ill give it. 
Spb. eee 5 
Alas, he's Dead]. But can you cer forget 2 
The tender Sorrows, and the Pangs of Nature, LA s * 55 
The fond Embraces, and repeated Bleſſings, & 
Which you drew from him in your laſt. Farewel?. ES 
Still muſt I cheriſh the dear, fad, Remembrance. 


pe” i 
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4 ene e een and-t0.vlcaſÞ my Soul. 


The good old King, at parting, wrung my Hand, | 
(His Eyes brim-full of Tears) then ſighing 11 Ty 


Prithee be careful of my Son! — his Grief 
 Swelld up ſo high, he could.not utter more. 


Fub. Alas, thy Story melts away my Soul, | 
| That beſt of Fathers! how ſhall I diſcharge 
The Gratitude and Duty, which I owe him! I 
Spb. By laying up his Councils in your Heart. 
Fub. His Councils bade me yield to thy Directions 
Then, Syphax, chide me in ſevereſt Terms, EY 
Vent all thy Paſſion, and I'll land its ws r 
Oulm and unruffled as a Summer. Sea, age 
When not a Breath of Wind flie's o'er its cs, 
 Syph. Alas, my Prince, I'd guide you to your Safety. 
Fub. I do believe thou wou'dſt: but tell me how? 
Syph. Fly from the Fate that follows Ceſar's $ Fort, 
Jub. My. Father ſcorn d to do it. 
Syph. And therefore dy c. | 
Jub. Betcer to die ten thouſand thouſand Decks, 
Than wound my Honour, e 99h, 
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Spb. Rather ſay your Love. | 
Fub, Sphar, Love promis d to 5 my rempen 
Why wilt thou urge me to confeſs a Flame, ; 


1 long have-Rifled, and wou'd fain conceal? 


Syph. Be] ieve me, Prince, tho hard to conquer E 
Tis eaſie to divext and break i its Force: | 
Abſence might sure it, or a ſecond Miſtreſs 
Light up another Flame, and put out this. | 
The glowing Dames of Zama's Royal Court 
Have Faces fluſnt with more exalted Charms; 
The Sun, that rolls his Chariot o'er their Heads, 
Works up more Fire arid Colour in their Cheeks: 
Were you with theſe, my Prince, you'd ſoon ate 
The pale, unripen'd, Beauties of the North, 4 
Fab. Fis not a Sett of Features, or Complexion, | 
The Tincture of a Skin, that I admire. | 
Beauty ſoon grows familiar to the Lover, 
Fades in his Eye, and palls upon the Senle. 
The virtuous Marcia-tow'rs abaye her Sex 
True, the is fair, (Ob, how divinely fair!) 
But ſtil] the lovely Maid improves her 5 


Wich inweard Greatneſs, unaffected Wiſdom, 


And Sanctity of Manners; Cato 's Soul 


Shines out in every thing ſhe acts or ſpeaks, - 
While winning Mildneſs and attractive Smiles 


Dwell in her Looks, and with becoming Grace - 
Soften the Rigour of her Father's Virtues: 


Syph. How dacs Your . . wanton, a 1 
Praiſe! 


N dees I beg you ed ne | 7.3 
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Enter Marcia d Lucia. ane 
Pub. Hah! Sphax, 1 is not be! be moves" thi 
i Sn a 
And with her Lucia, Lucius fair ban | 
My Heart beats thick ] prithee Syphax leave me. 
Syph. Ten thouſand Curſes faſten on em . 
Nom will this Woman with 4 fingle Glance © _ 
Undo, what I've been lab'rin ring all this while. . 5 ben 


1 ae 
I 4 EA K. Far 


i _ Juba, Marcia, Lain.” no A 
Fs. Hail eme vai how does 157 dae nee 
The Face of War, and make ev'n Horror ſmile! 
At Sight ef Thee my Heart ſhakes off its Sorrows; © 
1 feel a Dawn of Joy break in upon me, OE 
And for a while forget th Approach of Ceſar. 
Mar. 1 ſhou'd oo eriey d, young. PRE, to think toy 
Preſence + | 
Vabent your Thouphts, and macken em to | kim, 
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While, warm with Slaughter, our victorious F. oe — 
Threatens aloud, and calls you to the Field. A | 

Ju. O Mareia, let me hope thy kind Concerns | L. 

And gentle Wiſhes follow me to Battel! 12 How 

The Thought will give new Vigour to my Arm, e And. 

Add Strength and Weight to my deſcending Sword, A Pr 

And drive it in 4 Tempeſt on the For, ” N. 

Mar. My Pray'rs and Wiſhes always ſhall attend His / 

The Friends of Rome, the'glorious Cauſe of vis, Speal 


, op And 


and Men approv'dof by the Gods and C ͤ. 
Jus. That Fubs may deſrve dy ps Ges * 
In gaze far ever on thy Godlike Father, ob ad 
Tranſplanting,: one by one, into my Life WI 
His bright Perfections, till I ſhine like * ee 
Mar. eee eee | 5 
Wou d lay out his great Soul in jar _ _ _ 
| Such P Moments. ELF 8 601908 en DUNG 
Thou \ virtuous: Maiay 1 PH nate in my e 53 
And fire their languid Souls with Cato's Virtue. 
If e're I lead them to the Field, when aal! 
The War ſhall ſtand ranged in its juſt Array, | 
And dreadful Pomp :;- Then will I think on thee! 
O lovely Maid, Then will 1 think on Thee! 
And, in the ſhock of charging Hoſts, remember 5 
re Bugke el ee we bee 


* | * 
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nooth 


. For Marcia s Love. nl E Let. i 
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5 5 "Lc Marci, Ti 5483 na bl | 

u Ms, WS ſeveral ee 
How cou'd you chide the young vrodattred Pace, 5. 4 
And drive him from you with ſo ſtern an Air, 

A Prince that loves and dotes on you'to Death? 5 
Mar. Tis therefore, Lucia, that I chide him from me. 
His Air, his Voice, bis Looks, and 5 ah Rat ds 15 | 

Spook all * e n 3 


* 4 7 0. 
aue not truſt my ſelf to hear him tal. E. e 
Tuc. Why will you fight againſt ſo ſweet Paſſion; Y 
And ſteel your Heart to ſuch a World of Charm? 
' Mar. How, Lucid, wou dſt thou have me ſink _ . 
In pleaſing Dreams, and loſe my ſelf in . | 
When ev'ry moment Cato's Life's at Stake? 
_ Ceſar comes arm'd with Terror and 3 T 
And aims his Thunder at my Father's blend : 8 
Shou d not the ſad Occaſion ſyrallow up 8 mh 
My other Cares, and draw, them all into it? 
Tue. Why haye not I this Conſtancy of: Mind, - 
Who have ſo many Griefs to try its Force? 
Sure, Nature form d me of her ſofteſt Mould. 
|  Enfeebled all my Soul with tender Paſſons, 
And ſunk me ev'n below, my own, weak Sams" 
1 Pity and Loye, by turns; oppreſs my Heart. 
Au, Tucia, disburthen all thy Cue en ne. 


WW At let me ſhare thy moſt retired Diſtreſs; 1 /; ca 
ti [4p Tell me who raiſes up this Conflict in thee? | Luci. 
u I need not bluſh to name them, when 1 tell thee Whe 
i. They're Marcia's Brothers, and the Sons of Cato. | He { 
& Mar. They both behold thee with their Siſter” ; Eyeaz. And 
= And often have reveal their Paſſion to me. Unh 


d ell we, hoſe Addreſs thou fuer mot? = i Ten 


I losg to know, and yet I Dread to bear Mos b wo? I dr 
Tuc. Which is it Marcia wiſhes for? Sn Dit”. 1 
Mar. For neither ain 11 0 15 Aga 

And yet for both The Youths FAR equal Share A 


In Marcia's Wiſhes, and divide their Siſtex; J it ar mY Had 
But tell me which of them is Lucia's Choice? - u 


8 


© 'F T * * 9 


Luc. Marci, they both are high in my Efteers: .- 
But in my Love Why wilt thou make me name him? 
Thou know'lſt it is a blind and fooliſh Paſſion, '' © ft © 
Pleas'd and diſguſted with it ' knows not what—— —— 
Mar. O Lucia, I'm perplex'd, O tell me which * --' 
I mult hereafter-call my happy Brother? 128K 
Luc. Suppoſe twere Portius, cou d you blame i 5 Choice? 
—— O Portis, thou haſt ftol'n away my Soul! 
With what a graceful Tenderneſs he loves! 
And breath's the ſofteſt, the ſincereſt: Vows! 
Complacency, and Truth, and manly Swyeetneſs 
Dwell ever on his Tongue, and ſmooth his Though | 
Marcus is over- warm, his fond Complaints HA, 
Have fo much Earneſtneſs and Paſſion in tem, 
I hear him with a ſecret kind of hofrour, 
And tremble at his Vehemence of Tempe. 


Aar. ue 2caofjremengh N cant ang: throw: his 
from thee? © les ene HEL volt 


Lucia, thou know'ſt not half.che 10 he bon be, 

Whene ler he ſpeaks of thee, his Heart's in Flames. 

He ſends out all his Soul in evry Word . 0 

And thinks, and talks, and looks like one e 1 

Unhappy Youth! how will thy Coldneſs raiſe 

Tempeſts and Storms in his afflicted Boſom! th ban 

I dread the Conſequence . 
Tuc. You ſeem to piead 5 8 

| Againſt your Brother. Portins 5 

4 Mar. Heav'n forbid! 

Had Poreizs been the unſucceſsful Lover, 

The lame Compaſſion wou'd have fall'n on him. 


4 # % Ja "2 
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Tue. 


5 eee 

A * . Was ever Virgin Love diſtreſt like mine}: 7 8 505 
© Portidie himſelf oft falls in Tears befere m. 
Js if he mourn d his Rival's ill Succeſs,  _ - 
Then a hide the Motions of my Hears 6 Hat” 
Nor ſhow which Way it turns. So much he fears. 
The fad Effects, that it would have on Marcus. 

: May. He knows too well how eaſily he's fired, 
| And wou'd not plunge his Brother in Deſpair,  - 
But waits for happier Times, and kinder Moments. 

Luc. Alas, too late I find my ſelf involved 

In endleſs Griefs, and Labyrinths of Woe, 
Born to afflitt my Marcia's Family, 

And ſow Diſſention in the Hearts of Brothers. 
Tormenting Thought! it cuts into my Soul. 

Mar. Let us not, Lucia, aggravate our Sorrow, | | 
But to the Gods permit th' Event of Things. 
Our Lives, diicolsur'd with our preſent Woes 

May ſtill grow bright, and ſmile with happier Howe, 
So the pure limpid Stream, when foul nen 17 
Of ruſhing Torrents, and deſcending Rains . 
Works it ſelf clear, and as it runs, reines 
Til by Degrees, the floating Mirrour fnines. 
Wo Reflects each Flow'r chat on the Border grows; | ve r | 
WM And a a new Heay'n in i its fair _ nen lane. 
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ACT IL SCENE I. 
WEE S 2 jay _— 


SEMPRONIUS. 


Bou ſtill ſurvives in this aſſembled Senate! 

Let us remember we are Cato's Friends, 
And act like Men who claim = N 

Title. 

Luc e will len be here, aud upenth u 

Th' Occafion of our Meeting. Heark! he comes! A Soundof 

May all the Guardian Gods of Rome direct him! Trumpets. 


C 


Enter Cato. 


Cato, Fathers, we 8 are met in Council. 
Caſar s Approach has ſummon d us together, 55 
And Rome attends: her Fate from our Reſolves 
How ſhall we treat this bold aſpiring Man? 

Succeſs. ſtill follows him, and backs his Crimes: 

Pharſalig gave him Rome; Egypt has fince © 

Le Received his Yoke,. and the whole Nile is Ceſar”: 1 5 
by mould I mention Fuba's Overthrow,  .. ..- 
tt And 282585 Death? Numidia s k Sands J, 1 18 
LY 4 


e 4 7 0. 


1 . ts Serb wee thank? ü 


What Courſe to take. Our Foe advances on us, 5 
And envies us ev'n Libya's ſultry Deſarts. ras 
Fathers, pronounce your Thoughts, are they ſtill fixt 
To hold it out, and fight it to the laſt? , 
Or are your Hearts ſubdu d at length, ny dci 
By Time and ill Suceeſs to a Submiſſion? 
Sempronius ſpeaæ. | 
Sem. My Voice is till for War. 
Gods, can a Romay Senate long debate 
Which of the two to chuſe, Slay'ry or Death! 
No, let us riſe at once, gird on our Swords, 
And, at the Head of our remaining Troops, | 
Attack the Foe, break through the thick Array 75 
Of his throng'd Legions, and charge home upon him. 
Perhaps ſome Arm, more lucky than the reſt, 
May reach his Heart, and free the World from boner 


144 N Riſe, Fathers, riſe! 'tis Rome demands your Help; 


Riſe, and revenge her ſlaughter'd} Citizens, 5 
Or ſhare their Fate! The Corps of half her Senate 
Mlanure the Fields of Theſſaly, while we 
Sit here, delib' rating in cold Debates, 
If we ſhould ſacrifice our Lives to =O rr: 
Or wear them out in Servitude and Chains. + 
Rouſe up for Shame! our Brothers of Phar/alia 
Point at their Wounds, and cry aloud To Battel!. 
Great Pompey's Shade complain's that we are flow, _ 

And Scipio's Ghoſt walk's unrevenged amongſt us! i 

Cato. Let not a Torrent of impetuous Zeal 


5 N thee thus beyond the Bounds of Reaſon: 
88 Truc 


ere 
rue Fortitude is ſeen in great Exploits: - 


All elſe is tow'ring Frenzy and Diſtraction. "th 
Are not the Lives of thoſe, who draw the Sword 
In Rome's Defence, entruſted to our Care? 

hould we thus lead them to a Field of 2 
ight not th' impartial World with Reaſon ſay 

e laviſht at our Deaths the Blood of Thouſands, 
o grace our Fall, and make our Ruin glorious? © 


Uready have our Quarrels fill d the World 


I 


guilty Wars, and Earth's remoteſt Regions 1 55 
ie half unpeopled by the Feuds of Rome: | _ 
Tis time to ſheath the Sword, and {pare Mankind. 
t is not Caſar, but the Gods, my Fathers, 

ie Gods declare againſt us, and repell AY 

Dur vain Attempts. To urge the Foe to Battel, 

WPrompted by blind Revenge and wild Deſpair) | 
Vere to refuſe th Awards of Providence, 
nd not to reſt in Heay'ns Determination. 
ready have we ſhown our Love to Rome, 
ow let us ſhow Submiiſion to the Gods. 
e took up Arms, not to revenge our ſelves, 05 
ut free the Common- wealth; when this End fails, 
rms have no further Uſe: Our Country 5 Cauſe, | 


. 


nd bid's us not delight in Roman Blood, 
["profitably ſhed; what Men could do 


That Juſtice warrant's, and that Wiſdom guide's; "OT 


Lucius, we next would know what 5 your Opinion 5 
Luc. My Thoughts, I muſt confels, are turn d on Peace. 


ith Widows and with Orphans: Schrbis mourn s 


hat drew our Swords, now wrelts em from our Hands, 
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4 bs. ee dready: Heav'n and Farth 11 witneſs, 


4 3 5 80 ſhall we gain ſtill one Day $ Liberty; 13 _ # Si . 
19 © And let me periſh, but, in Cazo's Judgment, © br, 
1 A Diy, an Hour of virtuous Liberty, 


| If Rome muſt fall, 'that we ate Innocent. | 
emp. This ſmosth Diſtourſe aud mid Behaviour off 15 
Conceal a Fraytor—— Something whiſpers-me 
All i is not 5 Cato, beware or Lai. | ee 
| T4 de't Cit 

Cato. Let us appear nor Raſh nor Diffident: rw, 

Immod' rate Valour finals into'a Fault, 
And Fear, admitted i into publick Councils, © 12 a 
Betray's Ike TxWon. Let us bun em both. jp 
Fathers, T cannor ſee that our Affair, anz 
Are grown thus deſp'rate. We have Bulwarks round us; 1 
Within our Walls are Troops enured to Teil : 
"In Africk's Heats, and ſeaſon'd to the Sun; 
Numidig's ſpacious Kingdom lie's behind us, 8 
* Ready to riſe at its young Prince's Call. 
While there is Hope, do not diſtruſt the Gods 2 
But wait at leaſt till Cæſars near Approach 798 9 2 ws 
Force us to yield. *Twill never be too late x = 
To ſue for Chains, and own a Conqueror. "HM 
| os ſhould Rome fall a Moment ere her time? 
No, let us draw her Term of Freedom out F: 
In its full Length, and ſpin i it to the laſt. | 


Is worth a whole Eternity in Bondage. 
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Mere, "$f 5 this Moment, as I watch'd the Gates. 

odg d on my Poſt, a Herald is arrived © 

rom Caſar Camp, and with him comes old Decius, 

The Roman Knight; he-carrys in his Looks 

mpatience, and demands to ſpeak with Cato. 

Cato. By your * Fathers, bid hin enter. 
[Exit Marcus, 

Decius was once my Friend, Vas other Proſpects 

aye looſed thoſe Ties, and bqund him faſt to Cer. 

is Meſſage may determine our Reſolyes. 
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Decius, Cato. F 
Dee. Ceſar ſends Health to Cato — „ 
Cato. Cou'd he ſend it 3 l 
o Cato's ſlaughter d Friends, it wou'd 1 3 55 
not your Orders to addreſs the Senate? 15 


Dec. My Buſineſs is with Cato: Ceſar 75 Ny £4 
be Streights, to which you're driv'a; and, as he knows 1 4 
ato's high Worth, is anxious for your Life... ERIE 
Cato. My Life is grafted on the Fate of Rome: fy - 


You'd he ſave Cato? Bid him ſpare his Couptry, 554 
ell your Dictator this; and tell him, Cao un” 8 8 2 _ 
Diſdain' $2 Life, which he has Power to offer, .. 5 ; | 
Dec. Rome and Her Senators ſubmit to gar? 8 — — 1 
er Gen 'rals and her Conſuls are no more. unrr 
ho. check'd his Conqueſts, and denied his D 15 
2 C Why 


N. 


"TOA I Oh 


Fel! Why will not Cato be this Caſar's Friend ? E- 


Cato. Thoſe very Reaſons, thou haſt 2 forbid it. 
Dec. Cato, I've Orders to Expoſtulate, 
And Reaſon with you, as from Friend to Friend: 
Think on the Storm that gathers o'er your Head, 
And threatens ev'ry Hour to burſt upon it; 5 
Still may you ſtand high i in your Country's Honours, . 
Do but comply, and make your Peace with Ceſar. 
Rojne will rejoice, and caſt its Eyes 0 on Cate, 
As on the Second of Mankind. 

Cato. No more! | | 
I muſt not think of Life on ſuch Conditions. 

Dec. Ceſar i is well acquainted with your Virtues, 
And therefore ſets this Value on your Life: 
Let him but know the Price of Cab s Friendſhip, | 


And name your Terms. 
Cato. Bid him disband his 1 


Reſtore the Common- wealth to Liberty, 
Submit his Actions to the Publick Cenſure, 
And ſtand the Judgment of a Roman Senate. 


Bid him do this, and Cato is his Friend. 


Dec. Cato, the World talk's loudly of your wiſdom 
Cato. Nay more, tho' Cato's Voice was ne'er employ'd 
To clear the Guilty, and to varniſh Crimes, 
My ſelf will mount the Roſtrum in his Favour, 
And ftrive to gain his Pardon from the People. 
Dec. A Stile, like this, become's a Conqueror. 


Qua. Decins, a Stile, like this, become's a Roman. 


Der. What is a Roman, that is .Ceſar's Foe? 125 
Cato. Greater than Czar: he's $ 2 Friend to Virtus. | 


Dec. 
Ind at 
fou dc 
Vith al 

Cato. 
Tis Cz, 
nd thi 
thold* 

hich 
didſt th 

ith M 
hat ſti 


Dec. Conſider, Cato, ous rein Tries, 


it. 
fou don't now thunder in the Capitol, 

Vith all the Mouths of Rome to ſecond you. 

Cato. Let Him conſider That, who drives us hither: 
Tis Cæſars Sword has made Rome's Senate Little, 

nd thinn'd its Ranks. Alas, thy dazzled _— 
chold's this Man in a falſe Glaring Light, 


dſt thou but view him right, thou'dſt ſee him . 
ich Murder, Treaſon, Sacrilege, and Crimes, 

hat ſtrike my Soul with Horror but to name em. 
know thou look ſt on me, as on a Wretch 

eſet with Ills, and cover'd with Misfortunes; 

ut, by the Gods I fear, Millions of Worlds 

ou d never buy me to be like that Ceſar. 


or all his gen rous Cares, and proffer d Friendſhip? 
Cato. His Cares for me are inſolent and vain: 


ou'd Ceſar ſhow the Greatneſs of his Soul?̃ 

d him employ his Care for theſe my Friends, 

id make good uſe of his ill-gotten Pow'r, | 

7 ſheltring Men much better than himſelf. 
Der. Your high unconquer d Heart makes you . 
du are a Man. Tou ruſh on your — 
t I have done. When I relate hereafter. | 
ze Tale of this unhappy Embaſſie, | 


* 2 


\nd at the Head of your ewn little Senate; 


hich Conqueſt and Succeſs haye:thrown. aol linz. 


Dec. Do's Cato ſend this Anſwer back to Cæ ar,, | 


— 
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eſumptuous Man! The Gods take Care of Cato, 5 þ . 
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* All here are Friends to Rome, and to each nh: 
Ilse t us not Weaken fill the weaker Side, - 
By our Diviſions. 


—— — 


CAT C. 
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| Sempronius Lacis = 


Semp. Caro, we thank thee. 
The mighty Genius of Immortsl Rome 


| Speaks in thy Voice, thy Soul breathes Liberty: 
Ceſar will ſhrink to hear the Words thou — 9 
And ſhudder in the midſt of all his Conqueſts. 
Luc. The Senate ownes its Gratitude to Cats, 
Who with ſo great a Soul conſults its Safety, . 
And guards our Lives, while he CNT rem, a 


Semp. Sempronius gives no Thanks on this Account. 


Lucius ſeems fond of Life; but What is Life? 
Nis not to ſtalk about, and draw freſh Air 
From time to time, or gaze upon the Sun; 
"Tis to be Free, When Liberty is gone, | | 
Life grows inſipid, and has loſt its Reliſn. 

O cou'd my dying Hand but lodge a Sword 
In Cæſars Boſom, and revenge my Country, 
By Heav'ns I cou'd Enjoy the Pangs of Death, 


And Smile in Agony. 
Luc. Others perhaps 


Meß ſerye their Country üb asg warm a 20 


Tho 'tis not xindled into ſo much Rage. 


Semp. This Sober conduct is a might v vie | 


In luke- warm Patriots. 
"'Eard*Cnine! no more, Sempronius; 


! 


Semf 


F. 
S Y 


CAT 0. 

Semp. Cato, my Reſentments Pan W 
Are ſacrificed to Rome —1 land e | 

Cato. Fathers, tis time you come to a Reſolye. 

Luc. Cato, we all go into your Opinion. « 
Ceſar's Behaviour has convinced the Senate 
We ought to hold it out till Terms arrive. 

Semp. We ought to hold it out till Death; bur, Cato, 
My private Voice is drown'd amid the Senates. 

Cato. Then let us riſe, my Friends, and ftrive to fill 
This little Interval, this Pauſe of Life, +8 
(While yet our Liberty and Fates are doubtful) _ 

With Reſolution, Friendſhip, Raman Bray'ry, | 

And all the Virtues we can crowd into it; 

That Heay'n may ſay, it ought to be prolong d. 

Fathers, farewel —— The young Numidian Prince 

Comes forward, and — to know our Councils. 
LT Senators. 


SCENE w. 1 80 
Cato, Juba. 
Cato. Fuba, the Roman Senate has reſoly A. 
Till Time give better proſpects, till to keep 
The Sword unſheath'd, and turn its Edge on Ceſar. ; 
Fub. The Reſolution fits a Roman Senate. 
But, Cato, lend me for a while thy Patience, ©” Te £ 
And condeſcend to hear a young Man ſpeak. 5 
My Father. when ſome Days before his denn 
He order d me to march for Utica 
( Alzs, I thought not then his Death fo near!) | 


| - Wept o'er me, preſt me in his aged Arms, | 
And, as his Griefs gave way, My Son, ſaid he, 

Whatever Fortune fpall befall thy Father, 

Be Cato's Friend; he'll train thee up to Great 


And Virtuous Deeds: Do but obſerve him well, Re 
Thou lt Shun Misfortunes, or thou'lt learn to Bear em. Fr, 

Cato. Fuba, thy Father was a worthy Prince, 4A 

And merited, alas! a better Fate; p 
But Heay'n thought otherwiſe. Pr. 
| Fub. My Father's Fate, Wo 
1 In ſpight of all the Fortitude, that ſhines My 
| Before my Face, in Cato's great Example, AA 
FF - Subdues my Soul, and fills my Eyes with Tears. C 
t Cato. It is an Honeſt Sorrew, and becomes thee. But 
? Fub. My Father drew Reſpect from foreign Climes: Wh: 
| The Kings of Africk ſought him for their Friend; The 
| "Kings far remote, that rule, as Fame report's, On | 
| Behind the hidden Sources of the N,, The 
In diſtant Worlds, on t'other fide the Sun: 4 That 

Oft have their black Ambaſſadors appeared, Thei 

Loaden with Gifts, and fill d the Courts of Zama Virtu 

Cato. I am no Stranger to thy Father's Greatneſs. In th 


Fub. 1 would not boaſt the Greatneſs of my Father, 
But point, out new Alliances to Cato. : 
Had we not better leave tus Uncs.. .. . 
To arm Numidia in our Cauſe, and court 
Th' Aſſiſtance of my Father's pow'rful Friends? 
Did they. know Cato, our remoteſt Kings 
| _ Wou'd pour embattled Multitudes about him; 
Their frrarthy Hoſts wou'd Darken all our Plans, * 
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Doubling the native Horrour of the War, 
And making Death more om.” 5 
Cato. And canft thou think  _ 
Cato will Fly before the Sword of Ceſar ? 
Reduced like Hannibal, to ſeck Relief 
From Court to Court, and wander up and down, 
A Vagabond in Africk! 
| Fub, Cato, perhaps | X 
I'm too officious, but my forward Cares + 
Wou'd fain preſerve a Life of ſo much Value. 
My Heart is wounded, when I ſee ſuch Virtue 
Afflicted by the Weight of ſuch Misfortunes. . 
Cato. Thy Nobleneſs of Soul obliges me. 
But know, young Prince, 'that Valour ſoars, above. 
What the World calls Misfortune and Affliction. 
Theſe are not Ills; elſe wou'd they never fall 
On Heay'ns firſt Fay'rites, and the beſt of Men: 
The Gods, in Bounty, work up Storms about us, 
That give Mankind Occaſion to exert 


» 
* 


Their hidden Strength, and throw out into Practice 9 


Virtues, which ſnun the Day, and lie need 
In the ſmooth Seaſons, and the Calms of Life. 


Virtue! 
And all my Soul ee at Perfection. 
Cato. Doſt thou love Watchings, Abſtinence, and Toll, 
Laborious Virtues all? Learn them from Cato: 
Succeſs and Fortune muſt thou learn frem Cæſar. 
Fub. The beſt good Fortune that can fall on Fubs, 


Fub. Im egy when. | cer thou talk t! I; pant ip 


Ton whole Senat at which my Heart aſpires, 
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Depends on Cats. ee 

Cato. What does Juba ſay? | 
Thy Words confound me. 

F«b. I would fain retract them. | 
Give em me back again. They aim'd at nothing," / 
Cato. Tell me thy Wiſh, young Prince; make not my 
A Stranger to thy Though. s. 

"7 #6. Oh, they're extravagant; 

Still let me hide tghem. 13 
Cato. What can Fuba ak ; NS 


= That Cato will refuſe! 


Fub. I fear to name it. 
Marcia inherits all her Father's Virtues, 

Cato. What wou'dſt thou ſay? 

Fub. Cato, thou haſt a Daughter. 
Canto. Adieu, young Prince: I wou'd not K's ; Word 
| Shou'd leſſen thee in my Eſteem: Remember 
The Hand of Fate is over us, and Heaw- n 


| PExa@'s Severity from all our Thoughts: 
F - Ht is not now a Time to talk of aught 


But Chains, or Conqueſt; Liberty, or Death, 


WE nd 


" DE NE Vs. 
syphax, Juba. : 
5. How's 0 my Prince! What, our > wok Con: 


fuſion? N 
You look as if» yon ſtern Philofopher- WET 1 f 


1 Had juſt now Chid you. - Tub. 


LE. 


my 


vord 


Cato's diſpleas d, and Marcia loſt for ever! 25 — _ 
Spb. Young Prince, I yet cou'd give you good Adjice, = 


Pub. Syphax, Im undone! 
Spb. 1 know it well. ; 
| Fub, Cato thinks meanly hs me. 
Syph. And fo. will all Mankind. 
Fub. Ive open d to bim 


The Weakneſs of my Soul, my Love for Marcia, | 97 oF 


Syph. Cato's a proper Perſon to entruſt | 


A Love-Tale with. 84290 Ln 


Fub. Oh, I could pierce my Heart, mand 


My fooliſh Heart! Was ever Wretch like r 


Sypb. Alas, my Prince how are you changed my 


ve known young Fuba riſe, before the Sun, 
To beat the Thicket where the Tyger ſlept, 
Or ſeek the Lion in his dreadful Haunts: 
How did the Colour mount into your Checks, 
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When firſt you rouſed him to the Chace! Te ſeen you, 


Ev'n in the Lybian Dog-days, bunt him down, 
Then charge him cloſe, provoke him to the Rage 


Of Fangs and Claws, and ſooping from your Horte 
Rivet the panting Savage to the Ground, | th 
7 Fader n +> oor otinen co cbnt ro 


Syph. How wou'd the old Liag le e 
Aud throw the ſhaggy Spoils about your Shoulders! 


In ey'ry Word) wou'd now loſe all its Sweetnefs. 


Marcia might ſtill be Yours: 
7. What ſayſt thou, Syphaxt 
"= F 


= 


ro ſee you weigh the Paws, when tipp'd with Cad, 
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Zub. Syphax, this old- Man's Talk (tho Honey flow "Rr 


, WY 


Jon 


By 


| You have not read Mankind, your Vouth admires 


|  Cato's bold Flights, th' Extrayagance of Virtue, | * 


©4770 


"By Heay'ns, thou turn't me all into Men. N 
Syph. Marcia might till be Tours. LEG 
Fub. As how, Dear Sp APES i 
Syph. Fuba command's Numidia's Wor — | 

Mounted on Steeds, unuſed to the Reftraint 

Of Curbs or Bittes, and fleeter than the Winds: 

Give but the Word, we'll ſnatch e up, 

And bear her off. 

Fu. Can ſuch diſhoneſt Thoughts: 1 0 

Riſe up in Man! wou dſt thou ſeduce my Youth. 

To do an Act that wou'd deſtroy my Honour? 

Spb. Gods, I cou'd tear my Beard to hear 1 talk? 
Honour's a fine imaginary. Notian,:> «7 oil on 
That draws in raw and unexperienced Men 
To real Miſchiefs, while they hunt a — | 
ub. Wou dſt thou degrade thy Prince into a Ruan? — 


FSyph. The boaſted Anceſtors of theſe great Men, 7 
Whoſe Virtyes vou admire, were all ſuch Ruffians. Still 
This dread of Nationg this Almighty Rome. Han 
That comprehends i in her wide Empires Bounds Tho 


All under Heav'n, was founded on a A |. 
& Your Scipio's, Cæſar s, Pompey s, and your Cato t, ö 
= (Theſe Gods on Earth) are all the ſpurious Joop? 

Pk violated Maids, of raviſh'd Sabines. 
© Pub, Syphax, 1 fear that hoary Head of thine 
Abounds too much in our Numidian Wiles. 

$yph. Indeed my Prince, you want to know the World, 


The Throws and Swellings of a Roman Soul, 


© 
CY 
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Fub. If Knowledge of the World 3 
May Jula ever live in Ignorance! 

Syph. Go, go, you're Young- 

Fub. Gods, muſt I tamely bear e 
This Arrogance unanſwer d! Thou'rt a rater. . 
A falſe old Traitor. n 

_ Syph. IJ have Wees tos fer A coach Ir Aide. 

Fub. Cato ſhall know the Baſeneſs of a Soul- 

Spb. I muſt appeaſe this Storm, or periſh 1 in it · ¶ Aus- 
Young Prince; behold theſe Locks, that are grown white 
Beneath a Helmet in your Father's Battels | 

Tub. Thoſe Locks ſhall ne'er protect thy Inſolence. 

Spb. Muſt one raſh Word, th' Infirmity of Age, 
Throw dn de AA my better Vears? | 
This the Reward of a whole Life of Service! 25 
—— Curſe on the Boy! How ſteadily he hears me! Aldi. 

Fub. Is it becauſe the Throne of my Fore- fathers | 
Still ſtands unfill'd, and thiit Numidia's Crown 
Hangs doubtful yet, whoſe Head it ſhall encloſe, 

Thou thus preſumeſt to treat thy Prince with Scorn? © 

Syph. Why will you rive hs Heart . aged Expref- 

en??? 5 

Do's not old Syphax follow you to War? 
What are his Aims ? Why do's he load with Darts 
His trembling Hand, and cruſh beneath a Ca 43 
His wrinkled Brows? What is it he aſpires to? 
Is it not this? to ſhed: the ſlow Remains, 
His laſt poor Ebb of Blood, in your Defence? 

Fub. Syphax, no more! I wou'd not hear you talk. 

8 Not hear me n What; when my Faith Run 
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| * FM royal Maſter's Son, is call'd in queſtion? 

. My Prince may ſtrike me dead, and I'll be abe 
But whilſt I live J muſt not hold my Tongue, 
And languiſh out old Age in his DiſpleaſureG. 
Jiu. Thou know'ſt the Way too well into my Heart, 
I do believe thee loyal to thy Prince. 

- ph. What greater Inſtance can l vive? Pre offers | 
To do an Adion, which my Soul-abhors, | | 
And gain you whom you love at any Price. 
Ful. Was This thy Motive ? I ere © 
Syph. And tis for This my Prince has call d me Traitor. 
Jiu. Sure thou miſtakeſt; I did not call thee ſo. 
9%. Leu did indeed, my Prince, you call d me Traitor: 
= Nay, further; threaten'd you'd complain to Cato. 
Of what, my Prince, wou'd you complain to c“ 
That Syphax Loves you, and-wou'd ſacrifice _ 

a His Life, nay more, his Honour in your gerne N 
Vo. Syphax, I know thou low ſt me, but indeed 
Thuy Ze for Jula carried thee too f. 
Honeur's a ſacred Tie, the Law of Kings, 

0 * The noble Mind's diſtinguiſhing Perfection 

j | 8 That aid's and ſtrengthens Virtue, where it meets her; 

| And Imitates her Actions, n ae annere 
q [ | It ought not to be ſported with, 
cy. By Heavins Bank a 
m raviſht-when you talk "Ig tho you chide el 

= Alas, F've hitherto been uſed to think i 
A blind officious Zeal to ſerve my King Nat 185 
The ruling Principle, that ought to bun 
1 And quench all others jn-a-SybjeR's Heart. E 
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But hence! tis gone: 1 give it to the Winde. 2 hoy 


C 4 T O. N 10 
Happy the People, who preſerye their Honsut 
By the ſame Duties, that oblige their Prince!!! 
Jub. Syphax, thou now begin'ſt to ſpeak thy ſelf. 
Numidia's grown a Scorn among the Nations 
For Breach of publick Vows. Our Panic Faith 
Is infamous, and branded to a Proverb... 
Syphax, we'll join our Cares, to N a 
Our Country's Crimes, and clear her Reputation: · 
Syth. Believe me, Prince, you make old Syphax 15 
ro hear you talk — but tis with Tears of oy. 
If ere your Father's Crown adorn your Brows, | 
Numidia will be bleſt by Cato's Lectures. 
Fub. Syphax, thy Hand! well mutually farget © 
The Warmth of Youth, and Frowardneſs of Age: #3. 


Te. 


Thy Prince efteems thy Worth, and loves thy Perſon; 
If e're the Scepter comes into my r 140 7 
Syphax ſhall ſtand the ſecond i in my Kingdom. „ 
Syph. Why will you overwhelm my Age with Kindneſs ? —Y 
My Joy grows burdenſome, I ſha'nt fupport i 3 2 _ 
Fub. Syphax, farewell. I'll hence, and try to find. 1 
Some bleſt Occaſion that may ſet me right | 8 N - 
In Cate's Thoughts. | I'd rather have that Mn 
Approve my Deeds, than Worlds for 12 8 Adn mirers. ml Exit, | 


| Syphax folks. ER 727 — jt bak | 
Young Men deen give, and ſoon forget Affronts; 
Old Age is ſlow in both —A falſe old Traitor! : 
Thoſe Words, raſh Boy, may chance to coſt thee n l 
My Heart had ſtill ſome ſocliſn Fondneſs for tlice :. 
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| Syphax, nnen. N He 
pb. All hail, Sempronius ! IO Anc 
Well, Cato's Senate is reſoly'd to wait BR 9 
The Fury of a Siege, before it yields, Thy 
Semp. 'Syphax, we both were on the Verge of Fate: W 5 
Lucius declared for Peace, and Terms were ler 8. 
2 Cato by a Meſſenger from pa a Þ--- 
ou'd they ſubmit, ere our Deſigns are ripe, 1 Sy 
=. both muſt periſh in the common Week, Ceſa; 
Loſt in a gen'ral Undiſtinguiſht Ruin, 8 but 
But how ſtands Cato? Do's 


Semp. Thou haft ſeen Mount Atlas: 
While Storms and Tempeſts thunder on its Brows, f 
And Oceans break their Billows at its Feet, 
It ſtands unmoved, and glories in its Height. a 
Such is that haughty Man; his tow'ring Soul, 
Midſt all the Shocks and Injuries of Fortune, 
_ Riſes ſuperior, - and looks down on 8 . 
ph. But what's this Meſſenger? 5 
Semp. I've practis d with him, 
And found a Means to let the Victor know 
That Syphax and Sempronius are his Friends. 
But let me now examine in my Turn EE: 
Is Fuba fixt? e | 
Syph. Yes, but it is to Cato: Oh Left 
Pre try'd the Force of ev'ry Reaſon on him, 
4 * and carreſs d, been angry, ſooth d again, 


T O 3 
Lay d Safety, Life, and Int'reſt in his Sight. 
But all are vain, he ſcorns them all for Cato, 

Semp. Come, tis no Matter, we ſhall do without him, 
He'll make a pretty Figure in a Triumph, === i 
And ſerve to trip before the Victor's Chariot. WELLS, I 
Syphax, 1 now may hope thou haſt forſook 
Thy Fuba Caufe, and wiſheſt Marcia mine. 

Syph. May ſhe be thine as faſt as thou wou'dſt have her! 

Semp. Syphax, I love that Woman; tho' I curſe 
Her and my ſelf, yet ſpight of me, I love her. 

Ceſar will neer refuſe tes Ga a Trifle, 
but are thy Troops prepared for a Revolt? 
Do's the Sedition Catch from Man to Man, 
And Run among their Ranks? 5 

Semp. All, all is ready. 

The factious Leaders are our Friends, that ſpread 
Murmurs and Diſcontents among the Soldiers. 

They count their toilſome Marches, long Fatigues, | 
Unuſual Faſtings, and will bear no more 
This Medly of Philoſopby and War. 
Within an Hour they Il ſtorm the Sb k ioue 
Syph. Mean while I'll. draw up my Numidia Troops 
ithin the Square, to exerciſe their Arms, 
nd, as I ſee Occaſion, favour thee. 

laugh to think how your unſhaken Cato 

ill look aghaſt, while unforeſeen Deſtruction 
Pou'rs in upon him thus from every Side, 

d, where our wide Numidian Waſtes extend, 
dden, ck impetuous Hurricanes deſcend, 
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Wheel through the Air, in circling Edd 


ies p 


Tear up the Sands, and ſweep whole Plains away. 
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.helpleſs Traveller, with wild 
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Bees the dry Deſart all around him riſe, 
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ay Whirlwind Dies, 
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| Marcus and 4 Pontius. 


MARCUS. 


about 
The Wilds of Life, ere 1 could find ; 2ͤ 
Friend; 3 | | * 
Nature firſt pointed out my Portins to we, "0 
And Early taught me, by her ſecret Force, _ 
To love thy Perſon, ere I knew thy Merits 
Till, what was Inſtinct, grew up into Friendſhip. | 

Port. Marcus, the Friendſhips of the World are oft _ 
Confed'racies in Vice, or Leagues of Pleaſure; 2 
Ours has ſevereſt Virtue for its Baſis, 5 1 
And ſuch a Friendſhip end's not but with Life. 5 | 
Marc. Fortius, thou know ſt my Soul in all its Weaknels; 
Then prithee ſpare me on its tender Side, 5470 
| Indulge me but in Love, my other Paſſions 
Shall rife and fall by Virtue's niceſt Rules. X 

Port. When Love's well-timed, tis not a Fault t to lors; . 
The Strong, the Brave, the Virtuous, and the Wiſe, - 98 
Sink in the ſoft Captivity together. + 
1 Wes not urge thee to diſmiſs thy Paſſion, 7 
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But here believe me I've a thouſand Reaſons— 8 
5 as : Mart 


7+ 1 +4 C1 449230.) FE 


t vb *twere vain) but to ſuppreſs its Force, 
Til better Times may make it look more graceful. 


Marc. Alas! thou talk'ſt like one who never felt 
 Th'impatient Throbbs and Longings of a Soul, 
That pants, and reaches after diſtant Good. 


A Lover dos not live by vulgar Time: 


Believe me, Portius, in my Lucia s Abſence 
Life Hangs upon me, and becomes a Burden 
And yet, when I Behold the charming Maid, 


Im ten- times more undone; while Hope, and Fear, 


And Grief, and Rage, and I. ove, riſe up at once, 
And with Variety of Pain diſtract me. 
Port, What can thy Portius do to give thee Help? 


Marc. Porting, thou oft enjoy'ſ the Fair One 'sPreſencr 


Then undertake my Cauſe, and plead it to her 
With all the Strength and Heats of Elequence 


Fraternal Love and Friendſhip can inſpire. 
Tell her thy Brother languiſhes to Death, 


And fades away, and withers in his Bloom; 

That he forgets his Sleep, and loaths his Food. 
That Youth, and Health, and War are joyleſs to him: 
Deſcribe his anxious Days, and reſtleſs Nights, 


And all the Torments that thou ſeeſt me ſuffer. 


Port. Marcus, 1 beg thee give me not an Office, _ 


| 23 | That ſuits with me fo ill. Thou,knowſt my Temper. 


Marc. Wilt thou behold me ſinking i in my Woes? 
And wilt thou not reach out a friendly Arm, 
70 raiſe me from amidſt this Plunge of 1 
Port. Marcus, thou canſt not ask what I'd refuſe, | 


| His R 


He pi 


im: 


Eis Rage of Love; it preys upon his Life; 


* his Virtues lic confuſed, 
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Marc. I know thoult ſay my Paſſion's out of Seaſon," 
That Cato's great Example and Misfortunes : 
Should Both conſpire to drive it from my Thoug | 
But what's all this to one who loves like me! 
Oh Portins, Portius, from my Soul I win 
Thon didſt but know thy ſelf what tis to love! 
Then woudſt thou pity and affiſt thy Brother. 

Port. What ſhoud 1 do! If I diſcloſe my Paſſion 
Our Friendſhip's at an end: If I conceal it, YA 
The World will call me falſe to a Friend and neockiri.” 

- —_— 

Marc. But ſee where Lucia, at her wonted Hour, 
Amid the Cool of yon high Marble Arch, | 
Enjoys the Noon-day Breeze! Obſerve her, Portius! 
That Face, that Shape, thoſe Eyes, that Heav'n of Beauty)! 
Obſerve her well, and blame me if thou can ſt. 

Port. She ſees us, and advances— | 

Marc. I'll withdraw, 

And leave you for a while, Remember, Portins, 


Thy Brother's Life depends upon thy Tongue. [Exits | 


e <> oed cee. beo 
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Lucia, Portius. 

Luc. Did not I ſee your Brother Marcus here? 
Why did he fly the Place, and ſhun my Preſence? - 

Port, Oh, Lucia, Language is too faint to r 


He pines, he ſickens, he deſpairs, he dies: 
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| Andituitt together in 6 nl « Tun 555 For 
That the whole Man is quite disfigur d in him. | 
Heng wou'd one think *twere poſſible for Love Thoſe 

7 To make ſuch Ravage in a noble Soul! | Lu 

| Oh, Lucia, I'm diſtreſs d! my Heart bleeds for him; The 
En now, while thus 1 ſtand bleſt in thy Preſence, May 
A ſecret Damp of Grief comes o'er my Thoughts, On p 


And Im unbappy, tho thou ſmileſt upon me. 
Luc. How wilt thou guard thy Honour, in the Shock 
Of Love and Friendſhip! think betimes, my Fortius, 
Think how the Nuptial Tie, that might enſure 

Our mutual Bliſs, wou'd raiſe to ſuch a Height 
Thy Brother's Griefs, as might perhaps deſtroy him: 
p. Alas, poor Youth! what doſt thou think, my Lucia? 
L c * 8 His gen'rous, Open, undeſigning Heart 3 

= Has beg d bis Rival to ſollicit for him. 

= Then do not ſtrike him dead with a Denial, 

. But hold him up in Life, and cheer bis Soul 

= With the faint glimm'ring of a doubtful Hope: 

= Perhaps, when we haye paſs'd theſe gloomy Hours, 

= And weather'd out the Storm that beats upon is — 
1. Tie. No, Portins, no! I ſee thy Siſter's Tears, 
= Thy Father's Anguiſh, and thy Brother's Death, 

j - In the Purſuit of our ill-fated Loves. 

And, Portius, here 1 ſwear, to Heav'n I ſwear, 

= To Heav'n, and all the Pow'rs that judge dwkivd, | 

= Never to mix my plighted Hands with: thin 
! While ſuch a Cloud of Miſchiefs hangs about us. 
But to forget our Loves, and driye thee out 0 
From all my Thoughts, as far— 3 I am able. 


*: * po 


C 4 TO. . +" i 
Fort. What haſt thou ſaid! Im thunder: aer 4 
Recall 
ha hafty Words, or I am loſt for ever. 
uc. Has not the Vow already paſs'd my Lips? | 575 
The Guts have heard it, and tis ſeal'd in Hey n. 
May all the Vengeance, that was ever pour'd 
On perjur'd Heads, o erwhelm me, if : break it! 
5 Laier a Pauſe, 
ock Pore. Vixt in Aftoniſhment, * gaze upon thee; . 
Like one juſt blaſted by a Stroak from Heav n, 72 


Who pants for Breath, and ſtiffens, „„ 
In dreadful, Looks: Monument of Wrath! 
| Luc, At length ed my ſevereſt Part, 

I feel the Woman breaking in upon me, 

And melt about my Heart! my Tears will low, + 

But oh I'll think no more! the Hand of Fate 

Has torn thee from me, and I muſt forget thee. 
Fort. Hard-heartedfcruel Maid! | 

Luc. Ob top thoſe Sounds 

Thoſe killing Sounds! Why doſt thou 8 upon we“ Wy. 

My Blood runs cold, my Heart forgets to heave, x 

And Life its {elf goes out at thy Diſpleaſuree. 

The Gods ferbid us to indulge our Loves, IT 

| But oh! I cannot bear thy Hate and live! 

Port. Talk not of Love, thou never knew i its Force, 
I've been deluded, led into a Dream 
Of fancied Bliſs. O Lucia, cruel Maid! FOOT fe 
Thy dreadful. Vow, loaden with Death, ſtill ſound's. | 
In my ſtunn d Ears. What ſhall 1 ſay or do? 
Quick, let us part! | Perdition' s in thy Preſence, 
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And Horror dwells ha Web ſhe faints! 
Wretch that I am! what has my Raſhneſs done! 
Tucia, thou injur'd Innocence! thou beſt 

And lovely'ſt of thy Sex! awake, my Lucia, 
Or Fortius ruſhes on his Sword to join thee. 
—— Her Imprecations reach not to the Tomb. 
They ſhut,not out Society in Death —— | 
But Hah! She moves! Life wander's up and down 
Through all her Face, and Light's up ev'ry Charm. 
Tuc. O Portius, was this well to frown on Her 
That lives upon thy Smiles! to call in Doubt 
| The Faith of one expiring at thy Beet, 
That love's thee more than ever Well 
bst do I fay? My half recoyerd $ 
Forgets the Vow in which my Soul is bound. 
Deſtruction ſtands betwixt us! We muſt part. 

Port. Name not the Word, my frighted Thoughts run 

back, | 

And ftartle into Madneſs at the Sound. 5 

Tuc. What wou dſt thou have me do? conſider well 
The Train of Ills our Love wou'd draw behind it. 
Think, Portizs, think, thou ſee'ſt thy dying Brother 
Stabb'd at his Heart, and all beſmear d with Blood, 
Storming at Heay'n and thee! Thy awful Sire 

Sternly demands the Cauſe, th'accurſed Cauſe, 
| That robbs him of his Son! poor Marcia trembles, - 
I ben tear's her Hair, and frantick in her Griefs 
© Calls out on Lucia! What cou'd Lucia anſwer? 

Or how ſtand up in ſuch a Scene of Sorrow! 


4 « "% 
% 
; 2 by : Port 
AS 4 4 
S 55 12 
FS 


right? 
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Luc. 
uſt th 


. . 47 9 
Port. To my Confuſion, and Eternal Grief, 34 
muſt approve the Sentence that deſtroys me. 
he Miſt, that hung about my Mind, clears up; 
and now, athwart the Terrors that thy Vow _ 
25 planted round thee, thou appear'ſt more fair, A 
More amiable, and riſeſt in thy Charmmw. 1 
ovely'ſt of Women! Heav'n is in thy Soul, - 265 3s 624-11 1 i 
Reauty and Virtue ſhine for ever round thee, 

Irighening each other! Thou art all Nivinel.. 1 v9 
Luc. Portius, no more! of. Words ſhoot thro? my 
elt my Reſolves, and turn me al to Lore. 

hy are thoſe Tears of Fondneſs in thy Eyes? 

Why heaves thy Heart? Why ſwells thy Soul with Sorrow? 

t ſoftens me too much Farewell, my Portius, 

arewell, tho' Death is in the Word, For- ever! 5 
run Port. Stay, Lucia, ftay! What do'ſt thou ſay? For- ever? 
Luc. Have I not ſworn? If, Fortius, thy Succeſs 

| uſt throw thy Brother on his Fate, Farewell, 

ell Db, how ſhall I repeat the Word! For- ever! 

5 Pore, Thus o'er the dying Lamp th unſteady Flame 
langs quiy'ring on a Point, leaps off by Fits, 
Ind falls again, as loatk to quit its Hold. 

Thou muſt not go, my Soul ſtill hovers o'er thee 
ad can't get looſe. | 

| Luc. If the firm Portins ſhake 

o hear of Parting, think what Lucia ſiffers! * 
Port. *Tis true; unruffled and ſerene I've met 
he common Accidents of Life, but here | 
* ch an unlook'&-for Mn of Is falls on me, 


. 
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We muſt not part. ho 
Tuc. What do'ſt won yk Not part? 

Haſt chou forgot the Vow that I have made? 
Are there got Heav'ns, and Gods, and Thunder, oer us! 
— But thy Brother Marcus eee 
I ficken at the Sight. Once more, Farewell, 
Farewell, and know thou wrong me, if thou think | 


Ever . Love, or ever Grief, like mine. Lai. 
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5 Marcus, Portius. 5 | 

. Portis, what Hoe | how fands She? "Aim l 
doom'd. | 

To Life or Death? | 1 
Pore. What wow dl thou as "OY 
Marc. What means this 2 8 Poſture? thou x appear 
Like one amazed and terrißed. ; 
Port. I've Reaſon. 1 
Mare. Thy . Looks and thy diorderd Though 
Tell me my Fate. I ask not the Succeſs | | 
My Cauſe. has found. 5 
Fort. Pm grievd 1 undertook it. 3 
Mar. What? do's the barh rous Maid inſult my Heart, 
»% akeing Heart! and triumph i in my Pains? 
That I cou d caſt her from my. Thoughts for 1 
Port. Away! you re too ſuſpicious in your Griefs; Y 
Lucia, though ſworn never to think of Love, 1 


Serre your Pains, and pities you. 
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Marc. Compaſſionates my Pains, and pities me! 
What is Compaſſion when tis void of Love! 
Fool that I as to chuſe ſo cold a Friend 
To urge my Cauſe! Compaſſionates my Ae 
Prithee what Art, what Rhet rick did 'ſt EY 
To gain this mighty; Boon? She Pities me! 
To one that asks the warm Returns of Pg 
1+ 8 Compaſſion's.Cryelty, tis Scorn, tis 8 1 
——_ Port. Marcus, no more! have I deſerved this Treatment? 
a Marc. What have I Haid! O Rein, 0 forgive me! 
A Soul exaſp'rated in Ills falls out ? 
With ev'ry thing, its Friend, its ſelf — But hah! 
What means that Shout, R 
44 What new Alarm? 
m | Port. A ſecond, Jander yet, 
Swells in the Winds, and comes more Full upon us. 


- 


Mare. Oh, for ſome glorious Cauſe to fall in Bartel! | 
"N Lucia, abou Hof uadgne me! thy Diſdain 
ear't BY Has broke my Heart: tis Death muſt give me Eaſe. 
BE Port. Quick; let us hence; who knows if Cato's . , 
. Stand ſure? O Marcus, I am-warm'd, my Heart 
Leaps at the ene 8 Voice, and burns for Glory. [Exeunt. 
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Enter Mg with the Leaders of the u, 


Semp. At length the Winds are fad. the as SY 
ds. 


be it 181 Cure, my Friends, te dvs * on OE ae 1 


bl 


5 1H 7 4'% ob 0/58 1 
In its full Fury, and direct i it right 


Till it has ſpent it ſelt en Cato's Head. | And 
Mean while I'll herd among his Friends, and ſeem 8 To ſe 
One of the Number, that whate er arrive, . With 
iy Friends and Fellow-Soldiers may be ab. EY * Beho] 
I Lead. We all are ſafe, Sempronins is our Friend, And 
Sempronius is as brave a Man as Ca.. Whic 
But heark! he Enters. Bear up boldly to him; Or th 
Be ſure you beat him down, and bind him faſt: Am 1 
This Day will end our Toils, and give us Reſt; "© Super 
Fear nothing, for Sempronius is our Friend, MF Fainfi 
Confu 

Cat 

8 C E N E v. Its bat 

Aar Cato, Sempronius Lucius, Portius, ao Marcus. 1 
Cato. Where are theſe bold intrepid Sons of War, When 
That greatly turn their Backs upon the Foe, ' pr; Or, fa 
And to their General ſend a brave Defiance? When 
You f 


| Semp. Curſe © on 2197 Daſtard Souls, they ſtand ao 
niſmd! Fr 
Cato. Perfidious. Men! and will you thus diſnondur 
Yaur paſt Exploits, and fully all your Wars? ; 
Do you confeſs 'twas not-a Zeal for Rome, 
Nor Love of Liberty, nor Thirlt of Honour, = 
| Drew you thus far; but Hopes to ſhare the bel, 4 4 * 
Sf conquer'd Towns, and plunder d Provinces? * 
Fired with ſuch Motives you do well to join 1 T4 
With Cato's Foes, and en Ceſer's Banners.” 
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why did I ſcape tl 3 Aſie $: _ "OK. 
And all the fiery Monſters of the Deſart, x 
To ſee this Day ? Why cou'd not Cato fall - „ 00 
Without your Guilt? Behold, ungrateful Men, in] 1971 
Behold my Boſom naked to your Swords 5 
And let the Man that's injured ſtrike the Blow. 110 


' Which of you all ſuſpects that he is wrong d, 


Or thinks he ſuffers greater Ills than Caro? 
Am I diſtinguiſh'd from you but by Toils, ' 


Superior Toils, and heavier W of Cares! 1 4 


Painful Pre-eminence! AB Nö 397 0505 19 1a RE: 
Semp. By: Heav'ns they droop!- - SEV, G31 OLE 
Confuſion to.the Villains! All is loſt. + 42 ob m | 

Cato. Have you forgotten Lybia's la Waſte, 
Its barren Rocks, parch'd Earth, and Hills o 1 
Its tainted Air, and all its Broods of Poiſn? 
Who was the firſt to explore th untrodden Path, 0 3318 
When Life was hazarded in ev'ry; Stef: 
Or, fainting in the long laborious Marc, 
When on the Banks of an unlook'd-for Streant: . 


You ſunk the River with repeated Draughts, 1 
Who was the laſt in all your Hoſt that thirſtedpꝰ 

Semp. If ſome penurious Sduree by chance were, 4 | 
Scanty of Waters, when you ſcoop'd it cot 70 214 
And offer d the full Helmet wigs Cato, - a. F alli 207 5218 


Dia Tot he kad y you chrough the Mid-day s "EY aged 7 


And Muds of Duſt? Did nor his Temples 4% | 


In the . 05 Winds, and TOY Heats? 200 
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15 Cato. Hence worthleſs Men! Hence! and n to 


Ceſar 2 The 

"You could not ene the Toils of War, 5 And 
Nor bear the Hardſhips that your Aae T Se 
Tuc. See, Cato, fee th unhappy Men! they TOE” W 
Fear, and Remorſe, and Sorrow for their Crime, Ren 

A Appear in eviry Lock, and plead for Merey. The 
Cato. Learn to be honeſt Men, give up your Leaders, Fror 


And Pardon ſhall deſcend on all the reſt. 
Semp. Cato, commit theſe Wretches to my Care. 
Firſt let em each be broken on the Rack, 
Then, with what Life remains, impaled, and lefe 
To writhe at leiſure round the bloody Stake. 
There let em hang, and taint the Southern Wind. 
The Partners of their Crime will-learn Obedience, 
When they look up and ſee cheir Fellow-Traitors | 
Stuck on a Fork, and black ning in the Sun. 
Tuc. Sempronius, why, why' ly * = "_ 
Of wretched Men? 
Semp. How! wou dſt chow cher Rebellion! | 1 


Lucius, (good Man) pities the poor Offenders One 
That would imbrue their Hands in Cato's Blood. Se, 
| Cato, Forbear, Sempronins ! See ds ance Death, 

But in their Deaths remember they are Men. Mon 
Strain not the Laws to make their Tortures grievous. 24 

Lucius, the baſe degen'rate Age requires. bre 

' Severity, and juſtice in its Ripourz ee 
IT ̃ bis awes an impious, bold, offending World, | | To 3 
Commands Obedience, and gives Force to Law. The) 
When by juſt Vengeance gvilty Mortals periſh, They 
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The Gods behold their be with Fial, 
And lay th uplifted Thunder-Bolt aſide. 3 
Semp. Cato, | execute thy Will with Pleaſure, - 
Cato. Meanwhile we'll ſacrifice to Liberty. | 
Remember, O my Friends, the Laws, the Rights, 
The gen'rous Plan of Power deliver d down, 
ers, From Age to Age, by your renown'd Forefathers, 
5 (So dearly bought, the Price of ſo much Blood) 
O let it never periſh in your Hands! 
But pioufly tranſmit it to your Children. 
Do thou, great Liberty, inſpire our Souls, 
And make our Lives in thy Poſſeſſion happy, | 
Or our Deaths glorious in thy juſt Defence.[ Exe. Cato, Ge. 


r me 


Hs SCENE. Pe: 


e and the Leaders of the n 


1 Lead. Sempronius, you have acted like your Saif. 
One wou'd have thought you had been half in Earneſt. 

Semp.” Villain, ſtand 01 op; groving | v Wordleſs 

Wretches, © 

Mongrils in Faction, poor bin hearted Traitors ! 

2 Lead. Nay, now: you carry it too far, Sempronius: 
Throw off the Mask, there are none here but Friends. 

emp. Know, Villains, when ſuch paltry Slaves rene, 

To mix in Treaſon, if the Plot ſueceeds, 7 3 
They're thrown neglected by: But if it fails \ 3 
They're ſure to die like Dogs, as you ſhall do. af 
Here, take theſe factious Monſters, dragg em 1 ] 
To ſudden Death 83 


The 
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Euer Guark, 


i Led Nay, fince it comes to this — _ 

Semp. Diſpatch em quick, but PE Pluck out their 
Tongues, 
Leaſt with their dying Breath they FEY Sen. 


L Eraums Guards with the Leaders 


CEO ODE EWIDEOWEES 


SCENE, VII. 


Syphax and Sempronius. 


Hub. Our firſt Deſign, my Friend, has proved abortive; 
| Still there remains an After- game to play: 
My Troops are mounted; their Numidian Steeds 


SBnuff up the Wind, and long to ſcow'r the Deſart: 


Let but Sempronius head us in our Flight, . 
We'll force the Gate where Marcus keeps his 3 

- And. hew down all that would oppoſe our Ma 

A Day will bring us into Ceſar's Camp. 

Sem. Confuſion! I have fail d of half my Purpoſe 
Marcia, the charming Marcia's left behind! | 

Syph. How? will Sempronius turn a Woman's Slave! | 
Sem. Think not thy Friend can ever feel the ſoft 

Unmanly Warmth, and Tenderneſs of 1 | 

Syphax, I long to claſp that haughty Maid, 

And bend her ſtubborn Virtue to my Paſſion: . 1 

When I have gore thus far, I'd caſt her off. 
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955. Well Kid! that $ Tpoken 55 9 ſelf, Sempron 
What hinders then, but that thou ſind her out, 
And hurry her awa by manly Force? _ 
Semp. But bow, 15 gain Admiſſion? for Acceſs 
Is given to none but Fuba, and her Brothers. 
Spb. Thou ſhalt have Fuba Dreſs, and 7aba's Guards: 3 
The Doors will open, when Numidia's Prince | 
Scems to appear before the Slaves, that watch them. 
1 Heay'ns, what a err is e 8 $ wy 
on! J ann 3 7 
Ros will my Boſom ſwell waſh anxious Joy, 
When I behold her ſtrugling in my Arms, 
With glowing; Beauty, and diſorder d Charms, | 
While Fear and Anger, with alternate Grace, ers 
Pant in her Breaſt, and vary in her Face! 5 55 
So Plus, ſeiz d of Proſer pine, conyey'd- 9 
To Hell's tremendous Gloom cvaifighted Maid, IT" 
There grimly ſmil'd, pleas d with the beauteous Prize, 1 
Nor enyy'd Fove his Sun-ſhine and his Skies. 
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End of the Third Al. 
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ACT W. SCENE fy 


— 


Lucia alt Marcts 


1 


Jo OW tell me, Marc tell me rom th 
=. Soul, 
\ 5 
f thou beliey'ſt tis pofibl for Women 
IM To ſuffer greater Ills than Lucis ſuffers? 
Maro. © Lalo, Lane, we wy * 


ſwoln Heart 
vent all its Griefs, and 3 # Looſe to Sorrow: Enter 
Marcia cou'd anfiver thee in Sighs, keap Pace Ser 
With all thy Woes, and count out Tear for Tear Be f 
F Luc, I know thou'rt doomi'd-alike, be 5 S Ruſh 
By Fuba, and thy Father's Friend Sempronius; 15 Let 1 

Aut which, of theſe has Power to charm, like, Portis! | — 
Marc. Still muſt 1 beg thee not to name Sempronits ? His 

Lucia, I like not that loud boiſt'rous Man: Beyo 
Fuba to all the Brav'ry of a Heroe . 

Adds ſofteſt Love, and more than Female Sweetneſs; 
Fuba might make the proudeſt of our Sex, i. 
MB 80 of Woman · kind, but Marcia,” happy. He n 

Luc. And why not Marcia? Come, you ſtrive in vain Thre 


I ᷑0ð0 hide your Thoughts from one, who knows too vyell 
The inward Glowings of a Heart in Love. 


2 


21 | Mare. While Cato lives, his u Dag has no Right 
808 'To love or hate, but as his Choice directs. 

Tuc. But ſhou'd this Father give you to Sempronius? 
. Marc, I dare not think he will: But if he ſſou d 
vy wilt thou add to all the Grieſs I ſuffer | 
Imaginary Ills, and fancy'd Tortures? ; 
I hear the Sound of Feet! they march this Way! Fes 
Let us retire, and try if we can drowa 85 I» 
Each ſofter Thought in Senſe of preſent Danger, | 4 52 
when Love once pleads Admiſſion to our Hearts 
| (lo ſpight of all the Virtue we can boaſt) 
The Woman that Deliberates is loſt.  [Exennr. 
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ies e GBS Uh 5 1 4705 
Enter Sempronius, dreſi d like Jaba, with Numidian Guards. 


Semp. The Deer is lodg d. Pye trackt her to her Coyert. 
Be ſure you mind the Word, and when 1 o it, N 
| Ruſhin at once, and ſeize upon your Prey. 
Let not her Cries or Tears have Force to move you. 
how will the young Numidian rave, to 3 | 
His Miſtreſs loſt? If aught cou'd glad my Soul, 
Beyond th. Enjoyment of ſo bright a Prize, © 
*Twou'd be to torture that young gay Barbarian, _ 
hut heark, what Noiſe! Death to my Hopes! dis be, 
Tis Fnba's ſelf! there is but one Way left —- 
He muſt be murder d, and a Paſſage cut | 
Through thoſe his Guards.——Hlah, inde do ou 

_ tremble! : | 
Or a like Men, or by yon azure Hem? — 
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Enter Juba. 


Fub. What do I ſee? Who's this, that dares uſurp 
The Guards and Habit of Numidia's Prince? 


Semp. One that was born to Ong thy Arrogance, | 
Preſumptuous Youth! _ | 1 
ub. What can this mean? Semproniuss The: 


Semp. My Sword ſhall anſwer thee. Have at thy k Heart: But! 
Fu. Nay, then beware thy own, proud, barbrous Man! And 
I semp. falls. His Guards ſurrender. Wl 7% 


© Semp, Curſe on my Stars! Am I then doom d to fall AV 
By a Boy's Hand? disfigur'd in a vile L. 
Numidian Dreſs, and for a worthleſs Woman? f Thy 
Gods, I'm Diſtracted! This my Cloſe of Life! Tho! 

O for a Peal of Thunder that wou'd make =_ 
Earth, * and A and Heay'n, and Cato tremble! ! Hay 
[ Dies. To 

ub. With what a Spring his furious Soul broke looſe, L 
And left the Limbs ſil quiv'ring on the Ground! _ M 
Hence let us carry off thoſe Slaves to Cato, Beh 


That we may there at length unravel all 
This dark Deſign, this Myſtery of Fate. 


"TM Juba wb aten &c. 


A n 


| | | Euter Lucia and Marcia, ; i 
Tow, Sure ws 5 the Claſh of Swords; my troubled 


e, 


leart: 
Man! 
nder. 
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Dies. 
doſe, 


&c. 


bled 
Is 


That beft of Men? O had 1 fall n like him, 75 


"c 4 Fen 0. | ; * 


Is fo caſt down, and ſunk; amidſt; its Sortows, \- * 
It throbs with Fear, and akes at ev ry Souncg 
O Marcia, ſhou'd: thy eee eee Aa 
I die 1 with Horror at the Thought. 
e. See, Lucia, fee! n here's Blood and 
. n 3.3 21 
Hahl a — 7 Heay'ns neee 90 eee. 8 
The Face lies muffled up within the Garment. 
But hah! Death to my Sight! a Diadem, | 
And Purple Robes! O Gods! tis he, tis he! 
Fuba, the lovelieſt Youth that ever warm'd 
A Virgin's Heart, Fuba lies dead before us! 9 
Luc. Now, Mareia, now call up to thy Aſſiſtance” | QT 
Thy wonted Strength, and Conſtancy of Mind; | 
Thou can'ſt not put it to a greater Tryal. 4 
Marc. Lucia, loek there, and wonder at my Patience. 
Have T not cauſe to rave, and beat my Breaſt, _ 
To rend'my Heart with Grief, and run diſtracted! 
Inc. What can I think or ſay to give thee Comfort? 
Mar. Talk*not of Comfort, tis for lighte? Is: 1 
Behold a Sight, that frike' 5 al Conifort dead. n 


Buer 7 Juba li ane, 
I will indulge my Shrrows, and gie = „ 5 
To all the Pangs and Fury of Deſpair, _ 


That Man, that beſt of Men, deſery'd it from me... $ 
Jub. What do I hear? and was the falſe Semprovins . 


And cou d have thus been mourn'd, I had been happy! 


£4. a "©AF.0 


Tuc. Here wil 1 Rand Companiort in Oe © IS 
And help theg' with my Tears; Tn 
A Loſs like thun, I half forget my n.. 
Mare. Tis not in Fate to eaſe my Mg Broad, 
This empty World, to me + joyleſo Deſirt, * 
Has nothing left to make poor Marcia * 
Fub. I'm en the Rack} Was te ſa near her ns: 
Marc. Ob he was all. made up of {Gs 
Whatever Maid cow's with, or Man, admire: Tad 
Delight of ev ry Eye! When he appear d, 
A ſecret Pleaſure gladned all aer -264; rag n 
But when he tall'd, the proudeſt Raman. * 
To hear it Virtues and old age grew. wie. 14 Fu. 
8 0 Fuba! Fnbal Je n 
Fub. What means that Voice? did ſhe not cal Pop N 
Mac. Why do 1 think on what he was! he's dead! 


He's dead, and never knew how much 1 loyd him. 


Lucia, who knows but his poor bleeding Heart, 


Amidſt itsfAgonies, remember'd Marcia, 


| Alas, he knew not, hapleſs Youth 


And the laſt Words he utter'd call 


E h, he knew not 
Marcia whole Soul was full of Love and Tubs! 
© Fab. Where am I! do I live! or am indeed 
5 at Marcia thinks! all is Elium round me! 
_ Mare. Ye dear Remains of the moſt loy'd of Men! | 
Nor Modeſty nor Virtue here fothid k 
A laſt Embrace, while thu — _ 
Fab. See, Marcia, ſee, | [Throwing bat aire 15 
The * happy 8 lives! he lives to ___ Sh 


* 


* 
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Thar dels Badidie, and to lum ü: bos 887 

With mutual Wuarmth and Eagerneſs of Lore. ö 
Marc. With Pleaſure and Amaze, I ſtand OY 

Sure cis a Dream! Dead and Alive at once! F546 

If thou art Fuba, whe Yes there?” 85 EK, 
Tub. A Weretch, a 21 93-87 49008 

Diſpuiſed like Jus on a curs'd Deſign. | 21:0, 0 

The Tale is long, nor have I . e 


Thy Father knows it all. I cou'd not ben 

To leave thee in the Neighbourhood of Death, 

But flew, in all the haſte of Love, to find ther. 

I found thee weeping, and confeſs this once, _ 

Am wrapp'd with Joy to ſee my Marcia's Tears, 
Marc. I've been an rb, rec 

But muſt not now go back; The Love, that lay 

Half ſmother'd in my Breaſt, has broke through at THY; 

Its weak Reſtraints, and burns in its full Laftre, - 

I cannot, if I wou'd, conceal it from the. 
Jub. I'm loſt in Extaſie! and do'ſt thou Love, 


Thou charming Maid? 5 . 


Marc. And do'ft thou Live to ack it? 
Fab. This, this is Life indeed! Life worth eue! 
Such Life as Fubs never felt till now! 

Marc. Believe me, Prince, before I thought thee a 
| did not know my ſelf how much I lov'd thee, 


Fub. O fortunate Miſtake ! _— 5 TR | 
Marc. O happy Meet ET 
Fub. My Joy! my beſt Beloved! my Oe PR 
How ſhall I ſpeak the . of my Soul! 785 5 A 
N 111 8 e 
I 4 . 
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Aue Lucia, ay Am! Oh ue reſt on = 3g 
The Vital Blood,” that had forſook my would 
Returns again in ſich tumultuous Tides, As 2 
It quite o ercomes me. Lead to my 8 — 2 
O Prince! I bluſh to think what I have ſaid, Th 

- But Fate has wreſted the Confeſſion from me; | | 


Ga an, and proſper in the Paths of Honour, 
Thy Virtue wil-ex&ve my Paſſion for thee; | 
And make the Gods propitiqus to our — * 

[Ex. Marc. and Luc, Wh 


V7, I am ſo bleſr', 1 fl d al n Dream. 0 "4 
Fortune, thou now haſt made amends for all 1 br 

Thy paſt Unkindneſs. I abſolve my Stars. 0 

= What tho Numidia add her conquer d Towns 7 
And Provinces to fivell the Victor: Triopaph? 2 Ant: - The 
Jula will never at his Fate repine; He 
Let Ceſar have the World, if Marcia's mine. Fley 

To 

W 928282829 Ns 70905 I fa 

& C: * * 0 w. b bak ond He 
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: i March at 4 Dil. & 21 Thy 

AY Enter Cato aut Lucius HP Juſti 

4 Tuc. 1 tand aſtoniſh'e! What, the bold e * * 7 
F Thar ſtill broke foremoſt through the Croud of of Pattiots The 


As with a Hurricane of Zeal tranſported, 4 
And virtuous e r 


n LEP ; ” 


4 o 4 
n f 8 5 N 
| \ £ Cato. 


"OA * 0 


"Ent. Fruſt me, Lucius, | 7 wy 
Our civil Diſcords have produced uch Os . 5 
Such monſtrous Crimes, 1 am ſurprized at nothing. - 
— o Lachs, I am ſick of this bad World 
The Day: light and ” Sun * n. to me. 


. 
2 


Enter Portius., 


iy But ſee here Portius comes! What means this Haſte? if 
uc. Why are thy Looks thus changed? 4 
Port. My Heart is griev'd. | 
| bring ſuch News as will afflict my Father, 
Cato. Has Ceſar ſhed more Rowan Blood? 
Fort. Not ſo. 
The Traytor Sypbax, as within the Sqitare / 
He exerciſed his Troops, the Signal given, 
Flew off at once with his Numidian Horſe | | 
To the South Gate, where Marcus holds 8 Watch. 
I ſaw, and call'd to ſtop him, but in vain, 1 
He toſt his Arm aloft, and proudly told me,. 
He would not ſtay and periſh like Sempronius. 
Cato. Perfidious Men! But haſte my Son, and ſe - { 3; 150 
Thy Brother Marcus acts a Roman's Part, [Exit Portius: 5 
—— Lucius, the Torrent bears too hard upon me: 
Juſtice give's Way to Force: the conquer d Worm: „ 
Is Cæſars: Cato has no Buſineſs in t. 8 
Luc. While Pride, Oppreſſion, and Injuſtice: . 
The World will ſtill demand her Cato's Dane 
In Pity to Mankind, ſubmit to Car. ” J-£ 
And reconcile thy Mighty Soul to Life. ert 2153-88609 
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Of Ce/ar's Slaves, or by 4 baſe Submiſſion _ 
Give up the Cauſe of Rome, and own a 39 
Luc. The Victor never will impoſe on Cate 
Ungen rous Terms. His Enemies confeſs 
The Virtues of Humanity are Cæſars. 


Such Popular Humanity is Treaſon — 


But fee young Fuba! the good Youth appears 
Full of the Guilt of his perfidious Subjects. 


Jui. I bluſh, and am confounded 0 upp 
Before thy Preſence, Caro. 
Cato. What's thy Crime? 
Jub. Im a Numidian. 2: 
Daus. And a brave one too, 3.25 
1 Fd. Haſt thou not heard 
= - Of my falſe Countrymen ? 
Cas. Alas, young Prince, 
Falſhiood and Fraud ſhoot up in cv*ry Soil, 


FJ Tis gen *rous thus to comfort the Diſlreſsd. 


Like pureſt Gold, that, tortur d in the Furnace, 


The Product of all Climes—— Rome has its Ceſars. 


3 Comes out more _ 1 its Weight. 
| Fub, 


"Cao; Would Lucius 3 me 2 to pen the Number 


Cato. Curſe on his Virtues! They ve undone his Country. 


Tuc. Alas, poor Prince! his Fate deſerves Compaſſion. 


Cats. *Tis juſt to give Applauſe where tis deſery'd; ; 
Thy Virtue, Prince, has ſtood the Teſt of Fortune, 
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Fub. What all 1 gator chers + my mu han 
Oerflows with ſecret Joy: I'd rather gain 
Th 7 Praiſe, O Cato, than Numidia's Empire. 


R aner Portius, : 


wr. Misfolgune on Misfortune! Grief on onen 
1 Brother Marcus —- 
Cato. Hah! what has he done? 
Has he forſook his Poſt? has he givn way? 
Did he look tamely on, and ler em paſs? 
Port, Scarce had I left my Father, but I met him 
Born on the Shields of his ſurviving Soldiers, 
Breathleſs and pale, and cover d o'er with Wounds.. 
Long, at the Head of his few faithful Friends, 
He ſtood: the Shock of a whole Hoſt of Foes, | 
Till obſtinately Brave, and bent on Death, e e 
Oppreſt with Multitudes, he greatly oa £ | 
Cato. I'm ſatisfy d. | 

Port, Nor did he fall before h 
His Sword had pierc d chrough the falſe Hear of har 
Yonder he lies. I ſaw the hoary Traytor 
Grin in the Pangs of Death; and bite the Ground, 

Cato. Thanks to the Gods! my Boy has done his Duty. 
——Portins, when I am dead, beſure thou . N 
His Urne near mine. N 
Port. Long may they keep dnss 1 „e Yo 
Lys. O Cato, arm thy Soul with all its Patience; 

See where the Corps of thy dead Son approaches ! 


- þ hat: 
N - 
The 1 
% 
N 4 


ON” 


r o 2 13 N 9 . * + 4a 
A - — 4 
* 4 


The Citizens and Senators, alarm'd, FRY 
e Es d 8 it and en it weeping: 


Cato mu the Corps. 
Cato. Welcome my ow Here © ky him 11 my How 
Friends, . 5 The 
Full in my Sight, that 1 may view at eiue 33207. Fal 
The bloody Coarſe, and count thoſe glorious Wounds. Had 
How beautiful is Death, when earri'd by Virtue! . 
Who would not be that Youth? what Pity is it Man! 
That we can die but Once to ſerve our Country! 0 
Why ſits this Sadneſs on your Brows, my Friends? Ls 
1 ſhould have bluſh'd if Cato's Houſe had ſtood Ci 
Secure, and flouriſh'd in a Civil War. Heavy 
= Portins, behold thy Brother, and remember Ceſa 
. Thy Life is not thy own, when Rome demands it. But e 
Fub. Was ever Man like this! 2s [4k With 
Cato. Alas my Friends! s i Riſe 
Why mourn you thus? Let not a private "I 'Tis 
Hfffict your Hearts. Tis Rome requires our m L. 
The Miſtreſs of the World, the Seat of Empire, Gi 
The Nurſe of Heroes, the Delight of Gods, SMC 
That humbled the proud Tyrants ef the Earth, Add, 
"And ſet the Nations. free, Rome is no more. That 
O Liberty! O Virtue! O my Country! 5 The 
| Fuba. Behold that upright Man! Roms fills his Rycs 5 
1 q With Tears, that flow'd not o'er his own dead Son. Shou 


8 — FA Cas, 


K. 4 FR 67 
Cato. phate er the Roman Virtue has ſubdu d. 
The Sun's whole Courſe, the Day and Year, ate pack * 
For him the ſelf. devoted Decii d yd, 
The Fabi fell, and the great Scipio's conquer'd: 
Ev'n Pompey fought for Ceſar. Oh my Friends! ** 
, my How is the Toil of Fate, the Work of Ages, 
4 The Roman Empire fall'n! O curſt Ambition? 
Fall'n into Caſar's Hands! Our great Fore- Fathers 
Had left aim nought to Conquer but his Country. 

Fuba. While Cato lives, Ceſar will bluſh to fee | 
Mankind enſlaved, and be aſhamed of Empire. 
Cato. Ceſar aſhamed! Has not he ſeen Pharſalia! 

Luc. Cato, tis Time thou ſave thy ſelf and us. 

Cato. Loſe not a Thought on me. I'm out of Danger, . 
Heay'a will not leave me in the Victor's Hand. 
Ceſar ſhall never ſay I conquer d Cato. 85 
But oh! my Friends, your Safety fills my Heart 
With anxious Thoughts: A thouſand ſecret Terrors, 2. 
Riſe in my Soul: How ſhall I fave my Friends! 

Tis now, O Ceſar, I begin to fear thee, 

Luc. Ceſar has Mercy, if we ask it of him. 

Cato. Then ask it, I conjure. you! let him know | 
Whate'er was done againſt him, Cato did it. . 
Add, if you pleaſe, that I requeſt it of him, 

That I my ſelf, with Tears, requeſt it of him, 
The Virtue of my Friends may paſs Oo | 

Fuba, my Heart is troubled for thy bao” 

Should I adviſe thee to regain . 
Or ſeek the . FROG! 
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Ful. If 1 forfike d = ay | 
Whilſt 1 have Life, may Heav'n hen Fat. | 
Cato. Thy Virtues, Prince, if I foreſee aright, FE 
wil one day make thee Great; at Rome, hereafter, 
wil be no Crime to have been Cato's Friend. 
Portius, draw near! My Son, thou oft haſt ſeen 
Thy Sire engaged in a corrupted State, 
| Wreſtling with Vice and Faction: Now: thou ſee'ſt me 
Spent, overpow'r'd, deſpairing of Succeſs; 
Let me adviſe thee to retreat betimes 
To thy Paternal Seat, the Sabine Field, 
Where the great Cenſor toil'd with his aun Hands, - 
And all our frugal Anceſtors were bleſod 
In humble Virtues, and a Rural Life. 
There live retired, pray for the Peace of kame, 
Content thy {elf to be Obſcurely good. 
When Viee preyails, and impious Men ber Sway, 
The Poſt of Honour is a private Station. 
© Port, I hope, my Father does not xroommend . 
| A Life to Portius, that he ſcorns himſelf 


Cato. Farewel, my Friends! if there be any of you 


Who date not truſt the Victor's Clemency,, 
Know, there are Ships prepared by my Command, 
(heir Sails already op ning to the Winds? 

That ſhall convey you to the wiſht-for Port. 

Is there aught elſe, my Friends, I can do for <6 

The Conqueror draws near. Once more Farewell. 

If e er we meet hereafter, we ſhall meet 

Ia happier Climes, and on a ſafer them." 

Where Ceſar never ſhall approach us more. 


a —_ a 


There 


* ö O. 18 69 
2 10 bis dead Son. 

There Ur brave Youth, with Love of Virtue fired, 

Who greatly in his Country's Cauſe expired, 

Shall know he Conquer d. The firm Patriot there 

(Who made the Welfare of Mankind his Care) 

Tho' ſtill, by Faction, Vice, and Fortune, croſt, 

Shall find the gen'rous Labour was not loft; 
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AC V. SCENE 1. 


Hand Plato's Book on 1 Immortality of the 
Soul. A drawn Sword on the 2 by him. 


Elſe whence this pleaſing Hope, this fond 
Deſire, | 
This Longing after Itamortality 3 
Or whence this ſecret Dread, and inward Horror, 
Of falling into Nought ? Why ſhrinks the Soul 
Back on her ſelf, and ſtartles at Deſtruction * 
Tis che Divinity that ſtirs within us; 
Tris Heav'n its ſelf, that points out an Hereafter, 
i And intimates Eternity to Man. ; 
Wy Eternity! thou pleaſing, dreadful, 8 
Tbrough what Variety of untry d Being, 
4 Through what newy Scenes and Changes muſt we paſs! 
tribe wide, th' unbounded Proſpect, lies before me; 
1 But Shadows, Clouds, and Darkneſs, reſt upon it. 
Here will I hold. If there's a Pow'r above us, 
(And that there is all Nature cries aloud | 
| Through a all her Works) He muſt delight in Virtue; 


WO And that which he delights in, muſt be happy 


But 
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My Bar 
This in 
But this 
The So 
At the 
The St: 
Grow 
But tho 
Unhurt 
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Wha 
This L 
Nature 
Sinks d 
That m 
Renew 
An Off 
Diſturb 
Indiff'r 


But when ! or w 


Im weary of ConjeQtures——This muſt end em. 


Wo þ FP-O0, n 
where bi World was ; mak Tour 
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N his Hand on his Sword. 


My Bane > dn Antidote are | both before me: 


* 


This in a Moment brings me to an End; | * : 


But this informs me I ſhall never die, 

The Soul; ſecur'd in her Exiſtence, ſmiles | 
At the drawn Dagger, and defies its Point. 5-929 Tok 
The Stars ſhall fade away, the Sun himſelf 

Grow dim with Age, and Nature fink in Years; 
But thou ſhalt flouriſh in immortal Youth, 7 
Unhurt amidſt the War of Elements, 7 ta. 

The ene of —_— 7 the ores of Worlds, jt 


What akin chi Heavinef la ge s me? 1 
This Lethargy that creeps through all my Senſes? 1 4 
Nature oppreſs'd, and harraſs d out with Care. ial 2M 
Sinks down to Reſt. This once TY favour her.” i 
That my awaken'd Soul may take her Flight. 
Renew'd in all I . ine 4 
An Off ring fit for Heavn. Let Guilt: or Fear 150 "A 
Diſturb Man's Reſt: Cato knows neither ole em, 9870 — 
lndiff rent in his Choice to ay ande: 2 fled 89 5 


* 


bet Portius. 


Cato. But hah !-bow's this, my Son? Why this Intruſion? 
Were not my Orders that I woud ee 
Why am I diſobey'd? | 1 
Fort. Alas, my Father! 
Wbat means this Swrord: this ada * Death? 
Let me convey it hence! « panic 
Cato. Raſh Youth, * 1 
FPaort. O let the Pray re, th Tritraation of your Fujends 
Their Tears, their common Danger, wreft it from you. 
Cato. Wou «ſt e me? Wou'dit thou 81 me 
up 
73 Slave, a "Coins." into Ceſar $ Hands? 
/Retire, and learn Obedience to a a 
„ e 12 
ort. Look not thus ſternly on me; 
=. 8 Hg I'd rather die than diſobey yok. 
Cato, Tis well! again I'm Maſter of my felf, 
= "Yew: Ceſar, let thy Troops beſet our Gates, 
And barr each Avenue, thy gath'ring Fleets 
Oer. ſpread the Sea, and top up ev r r 
Cato ſhall open to himſelf a Paſſage, 1 
And mock Thy Hopes —— 
|. _ Port. O Sir, forgive your Son, 
Whoſe Grief bangs heavy on him! O my Father! 
Ho am I ſure it is not the laſt Time 
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ends, 


re me 


e 
leer ſhall eall you ſo! Be not diſpleaſed, 
O be not angry with me whilft I weep, [2 
And, in the Anguiſh of my Heart, beſeech you 
To 9 the dreadful Purpoſe of your Soul! 
70. Thou haſt been ever 2285 and dutiful. 

Weep not, my Son. Al will be . apain. De 
The righteous Gods, whom I have. ſought to pleaſe, 
Will ſuccour Cato, and preſerve his Children. 

Port. Yout Words give Comfort to my drooping Heart, 

Cato. Portis, thou miay'ſt rely upon my Conduct. 
Thy Father will not act what misbecomes him. PE 
But go, my Son, and ſre if aught be wanting | 
Among thy Father's Friends; ſee them n 
And tell me if the Winds and Seas befriend them. 
My Soul is quite weigh'd down with Care, and asks 


The ſoft Refreſhment of a Moment's Sleep. - \[Exir. % 


Port. * bene e. more at . pee, revives. 
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8 12 E N A III. 
| Portius and. Marciny/ 


Port. O Marcia O my Siſter, Kin there's 4 15 
Our Father will not caſt away 2 Life 


80 needful to us all, and to his Country. 40 0 IF Gas | 
He is retired to Reſt, and ſeems to cheriſh © © 
Thoughrs full of Peace. He has aortic me e hence | 
With Orders, that beſpeak a Mind nens 3Þ 4 
And ſtudious for the Safety of his Friends. IP N 
a take care that none diſtu; b his Slumbers, * (Exit, 


wo, 4 


E . 8 "; | Mare. | N 


74 c 3 4 . 0. | 
6 
Marc. O ye immortal Powers, that guard the Juft, 


Luc. 

Watch round his Couch, and ſoften his Repoſe, Looſe 

15 Baniſh his Sorrows, and becalm his Soul _ Who k 

With eafie Dreams; remember all his Virtues! Or hoy 

And ſhow Mankind that Goodneſs, is your Care. Mare 
err erer: r* 

8 CE N E IV. 

= 1 Luc. 

5 e 1 0 Marc 

Tuc. Where is your Father, Marcia, where is Cato? Some J 

Marc. Lucia, ſpeak low, he is retired to Reſt. And be 

WO Lucia, I feel a gently-dawning Hope |, A kind 

= Riſc in my Soul. We: ſhall be happy ſtill. Want 

lc. Alas, I tremble when 1 think on Cato, | In pleat 

In every View, in every Thought I tremble! He ſmi 


Cato is ſtern, and awful.as a Gad, 4 

He knows not howto: wink at humane Fraifty, BY 

Or pardon Weakneſs, that he never late: | 
Marc. Though ſtern and awful to the Foes of Rome, 

He is all Goodneſs, Lucia, always mild, 

Compaſſionate, and gentle to his Friends. 

Filbd with Domeſtick Tenderneſs, the beſt, 

The kindeſt Father! I have ever found him 

Eaſie, and good, and bounteous to my Wiſhes, | 
Luc. Tis his Conſent alone can make us bleſs d. 

Marcia, we both are equally, inyoly'd - 

In the ſame intricate, perplex d, Diſtreſs, | 

The cruel Hand of Fate, that has deſtroy'd 

Thy Brother Marcus, whom we both lament—— 

Mes e ever ſhall lament, * Youth! 


+ 
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Lac. Has ſet my Soul at large, and now I ſtand 

Looſe of my Vow. But who knows Cato Thoughts? | 

Who knows how yet he may diſpoſe of Portins, 

Or how ho has determin'd of thy ſelf? 
Marc. Let him but live! commit the reſt to Heavn. 


Enter Lucius! 


Tue. Sweet are PY Slumbers of the virtuous Man! 
O Marcia, I have ſeen thy Godlike Father: 
Some Pow'r inviſible ſupports his Soul, 
And bears it up in all its wonted Greatneſs. 
A kind refreſhing Sleep is fall'n upon him: 
I aw him ftretcht at Eaſe, his Fancy loſt 
In pleaſing · Dreams; as I drew near his Couch, / 
He ſmiled, and cry'd, Ceſar thou can'ſt not hurt me. 2 
Marc. His Mind ſtill labours with ſome dreadful Thought. 
Luc. Lucia, why all this Grief, theſe Floods of warne 
Dry up thy Tears, my Child, we all are ſafe. 
hile un anne will protect u. us. 


Enter Juba 


Fuba. Lucius, the Horſemen are return d from viewing 
The Number, Strength, and Poſture of our Foes,  _ 
ho now encamp within a ſhort Hour's March. 
In the high Point of yon bright Weſtern Tower 
ye kenn them from afar, the ſetting Sun 1 
lays on their ſhining Arms and burniſh'd Helmets, 
nd copers all the Field with Gleams of Fire. 
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Tur Marcia, tis time we:ſhou'd awake thy Father. 
Caſar is ſtill diſpoſed to give us Terms, 
od waits at Diſtance ll he hears from Cato, 


| Zncor "DPI 


Portius, thy Looks ſpeak ſomewhat of Importance. 
What Tidings doft theu bring? methinks I ſee 
Vauſual Gladneſs ſparkling in thy Eyes. 

Port. As I was haſting to the Port, where now 
My Father's Friends, impatient for a Paſlage, 

Accuſe the ling ring Winds, a Sail arrived 
From Pompey's Son, who through the Realn ms. of Spain 
Calls out for Vengeance on his Father's Death, 


And rouſes the whole Nation up to Arms. 


Were Cato at their Head, once more right Rom 
Aſſert her Rights, and claim her Liberty. 
But heark! What means that Groan! © giver me way, 


TY | And let me fly i into my Father's Preſence. 34 [Ext 


Luc. Cato, amidſt his Slumbers, thinks. on e 


And in the wild Diſorder of his Soul 


Mourns o'er his Country; Hah! a ſecond. Groan!— 


Heav'n guard us all 


Marc. Alas, tis not the voice 


85 of one who ſleeps! tis agonizing Pain, | 
(Tis Death is in that Sound 1 1 55 
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Port. O Sight of Woe! 
O Marcia, what we fear d i is come to fals! 
Cato is fall'n upon his Sword —— | 
Luc. O Portins, 
te. Hide all the Horrours of thy mournful Tale, 
And let us guels the reſt. 
Port. P've rais'd him up, 
And placed him in his Chair, wie 1 and fine, 
He gaſps for Breath, and, as his Life flows from him, 
- Demands to ſee his Friends. His weeping Servants, 
pain Obſequious to his Orders, bear him hither. 
[The Back Scene opens, and diſcovers Cats: | 
Marc. O Heay' n aſſiſt me in this dreadful Hour 
To pay the laſt fad Duties to my Father. 
Faba. Theſe are thy Triumphs, oy Exploits, 0 Ceſar! | 
Luc. Now i is Rome fall'n indeed. 
| [Cato brought forward in his Chair. 
Cato, Here Tet me down 
Portius come near me —— are m y Friends bar | 
Can any thing be thought of for their Service? 
Whilſt I yet live, let me not live in vain, | 1 
—O Lacius, art thou here? Thou art too god — 
Let this our Friendſhip live between our Children; 
Make Portius happy in thy Daughter Lucia. . 
Alas poor Man, he weeps! —— Marcia, my 8 — 
——O bend me forward — Fuba loves thee, Marcia. 
A Senator of Rome, while Rome ſurvived, 


F Wou d 
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| 8 : What dire Effects from Civil Diſcord flow. 


3 And give up Rome a Prey to Roman Arms, 
1 f Produces Fraud, and Cruelty, and Strife, 
=_— And robs the Guilty World of Caro's Life. 
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Would not have match'd his Daughter with a King; 
But Ceſar's Arms have thrown: down all Diſtinction , ; 
0 *Whoe'e er is Brave and Virtuous, is a Roman —— c 
I m ſick to Death —— O when ſhall 1 get looſe 
| From this vain World, th' Abode of Guilt and Sorrow! — 
And yet methinks a Beam of Light breaks in 
On my departing Soul. Alas, I fear ap 
Tove been too haſty. O ye Pow'rs, that ſearch 
The Heart of Man, and weigh his inmoſt Thoughts, 
If I have done amiſs, impute it not! 
The beſt may Erre, but you are Good, and——oh! [Diez 
Luc. There fled the greateſt Soul that ever warm'd 
A Roman Breaſt; © Cato! O my Friend! 
„Thy Will ſhall be religiouſly obſery'd. 
But let us bear this awful Corps to Ceſar, 
And lay it in his Sight, that it may ſtand 
A Hence betwixt us and the Victor's Wrath; 
- Cato, tho dead, ſhall ſtill protect his Friends. 
From hence, let fierce contending Nations know 


Tis this that ſhakes our Country with Alarms, 15 


L kanu Ones, 
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: End of the Fifth A&. 
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Die. 


To ſwell in Show, and be a Wretch in State! 
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By D. GARTH. „„ 
spoken by Mrs. P ORTE R. 4 


HAT odd fantaſtick Things e 111 
Who won d not liſten when young Lovers who? E 
But die a Maid, yet have the Choice of Two! 
Ladies are often cruel to their Coſt; 2 
To give you Pain, themſelves they puniſh moſs. 
Vows of Virginity ſuou d well be weigh d; 
Tos oft they re cancell d, tho in Convents made. AY 
Word you revenge ſuch rafh Roſolves — you may: * 
Be ſpightful —— and believe the thing we ſay, q b 
We hate you when you're eaſily ſaid Nay. 
How needleſs, if you knew us, were your Fears? 
Let Love have Eyes, and Beauty will have Ears. 
Our Hearts are form d, as you your ſelves wou d _ 
Too proud to ak, too humble to refuſe: 
We give to Merit, and to Wealth we ſell; 
He ſighs with moſt Succeſs that ſettles well. 
The Woes of Wedlock with the Foys we mix; 
'Tis beſt repenting in a Coach and Sir. 
Blame not our Condutt, ſince we but purſue 
Thoſe lively Leſſons we have learn d from you: 
Your Breaſts xo more the Fire of Beauty warms, 
But wicked Wealth uſurps the Pow'r of Charms; 
What Pains #0 get the Gaudy thing you hate, 
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Y P 1 
A Plays you Al at the Ring yu. bows. 


Even Churches are no Sanfluaries now. - 

= There, Galilen Idols All your Vows «receives | -h 
8 ® © She is no Goddeſs that has nought to give. uk 
| ob, may once more the happy Age appear, 

- When Words were artleſs, and the Thoughts * 


And Courts lefs coveted than Groves and Springs. 
Tove then ſhall only mourn when Truth complains, 
And Conſtancy feel Tranſport in its Chains. 
Sighs with Sucteſs their own ſoft Anguiſh tell, 
And Eyes ſhall utter what the Lips conceal: 
Virtue again to its bright Station climb, | 
And Beauty fear no Enemy bus Time. 
The Fair ſhall liſten to Deſert alane, 


Aud every Lucia find a Cato's Son. 
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When Gold and Grandeur were umenvy'd Things; © - 


